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Preface 


I guess this is the most intimate document I have ever produced. Yes, other 
works have alluded to the seedier side of my existence, but the unconscious 
mind that produced these visions did so without the intervention of my 
conscious better judgment at all. 


I have always been closely involved with my dreams. They have been a 
source for my art and writing and even music. You will note that several 
songs appear in the texts. Even so, until relatively recently I had never 
recorded them in any organized way. 


I started using Facebook in 2010 and posted dreams I would have there for 
the entertainment of my friends. One Facebook friend urged me to start 
keeping a dream journal around 2014 and I did. Eventually I would publish 
a limited edition book illustrating various Dream Journal entries as collage 
comic strips and dedicate it to her for her encouragement. Her name is Kar 
Chiyou. We have never met and she has since disappeared from Facebook, 
nonetheless, it is to her I owe the existence of this volume. 


It isn’t an easy decision to publish a diary of this kind. It is full of notions 
that for one reason or another are decidedly not part of my waking life. 
Killing people, homosexuality, terrorism, theft, playing with firearms, what 
have you, not my thing. My unconscious mind has broader tastes than the 
me who deals with the real world. It also knows more celebrities. 


The unconscious processes the world differently from the conscious. It 
experiments with how we react to situations in ways that the conscious mind 
already knows better then to try. 


According to a leading dream expert, we are not really our complete selves 
in dreams. Not all the parts of our brain we use in our daily lives are turned 
on when we are in a dream state. For a very long time, I was unable to read 
in dreams because the part of my brain that understood symbolic language 
was snoozing. I also didn’t experience sex because the part of my brain for 
that was also out for the count, but what is plugged in at any given time 
changes over one’s life. 


When I was a child, I was plagued by nightmares. What made them 
nightmares is kind of a mystery. The one that sticks with me the most was a 
vision of men working on a huge, densely complex metal machine 
accompanied by loud industrial noises. I don’t know why, but it always had 
me wake up in tears and with a heavy sensation in my arms and legs. There 
were dreams with monsters and such as well, but the machine was the worst. 
I also had a pretty serious bed wetting problem. All of this went away with 
the advent of puberty. As an adult, dreams that fill me with terror are a 
rarity. I have plenty that have negative emotional content or are about 
unsavory things, but nothing like I had as a child. 


In my teens, my dreams were greatly influenced by burgeoning hormones. 
Lots of stuff about girls I knew or wished I knew with the occasional 
nocturnal emission. 


In my twenties, my dreams were very literal. They were mostly about my 
real life. I often dreamed about being at work or about different versions of 
conversations I had in real life, but I also had many psychedelic adventures 
peppered here and there throughout and there wasn’t much middle ground. 


By my thirties, I had started having very story oriented dreams. Travel and 
being lost or stranded were frequent themes. It was around this time that I 
started being unable to read in dreams. Books and papers would be filled 
with nonsense characters as if they were printed in Greek or Chinese. It 
started becoming a theme in my art. Also, a lot of nude people started to 
appear in my dreams and still do to this day. 


For a good part of my forties, I recalled no dreams at all. I think it might 
have had to do with my developing hypertension. The day that I collapsed 
and ended up in the hospital at the age of forty-seven, they shot me full of 
stuff to bring my pressured down and I had my first remembered dreams in 
years that night in the hospital. 


I started having dreams about encounters with strange beings a lot as I 
approached fifty. I started to dream many songs and poems, and for the first 
time in my life I started dreaming that I was someone else with a completely 
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different life. A different race or a different gender even. A lot of my dreams 
became about missions that I had to carry out. Sometimes I was a spy, 
soldier or courier. Often I was trying to pull off some sort of deal. A lot of 
these take place in fantasy lands or in real places that I have never been. My 
dream versions of Miami and Los Angeles are really strange. In spite of the 
fact that I am atheist and don’t believe in magic, gods and magic often play a 
role in my dreams. 


Around the time I turned sixty, I started to be able to read in dreams. I also 
occasionally started having very vivid sex dreams of the sort I hadn’t had 
since I was in my teens, but now informed by far more actual erotic 
experience. 


Unlike many people, I have never experienced many dreams about being 
able to fly or about being in my underwear at work or school or speaking in 
public. Very few about being late for something, but it has cropped up once 
in a while. I have had only a few about disasters or the end of the world. 


I have had the occasional lucid dream, that experience of knowing that I 
am dreaming and even in some cases being able to take control of the dream. 
It doesn’t happen a lot, but it is always notable and interesting when it does. 
There are a few recorded in this journal. 


When I set out to index the journal I learned a few things: 


It was no surprise to me how often nude women appeared 
in my dreams, but it was kind of a revelation how often cats 
do and how infrequently dogs do. 


Family members don’t appear as often as I would have 
thought they would. My brothers once in a while. My mother 
only started inhabiting my dreams after her death. My ex wife 
shows up only once. My father doesn’t appear at all in the 
journal. 


Although I was a smoker for many years, I almost never am 
in my dreams. There is a single reference to cigarettes in the 
index. 
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There are numerous references to musical instruments, but 
never one I actually play. 


There are several references to annoying birds. 


Also, there are many more appearances by celebrities in my 
dreams than I had supposed. I was actually rather shocked to note 
this. I had actually been telling people that I rarely have dreams 
with celebrities or public figures. Nothing could be farther from 
the truth and most often they are a person who I don’t even care 
that much about like Diahann Carol, Deng Xiaoping or Enrico 
Caruso. 


A lot of little people, both real life type dwarves and also 
more mythical or science fiction visions of small folk. 


A surprising number of robots inhabit my dreamscapes. 


My dreams contain numerous strange catch phrases, word 
coinages and unusual slang. 


Lots of stuff about drinking! I am a serious lush in my dreams. 
Yes, it was revealing. 


In general, preparing this journal for publication has been an interesting 
journey. It seems a little risky personally to share it with the world. A lot 
goes on in it that would never happen in my real life and most people will 
understand that, but there are some who are bound to think that maybe these 
represent secret wishes or ambitions. The thing is, I don’t even have a 
convincing argument against that notion. All I can say is that I believe that 
my dreams are total fantasy and nothing more, but I have no proof of that. 


I expect that some people will find it jarring, confusing or distasteful. 
Some will find it an unnecessary and pointless bit of literary fluff. Well, I 
had a need to write it, maybe some will feel a need to read it. If there are in 
fact ever scholars of my life’s work, this document could be of great aid in 
understanding it. 
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The Dream Journal 


6/30/2010 


I dreamed that I had a job sorting vacuum tubes. There was a big pile of 
them of all types and sizes and I had to sort them into bins. I was having a 
problem finding the right bin for one when my alarm went off. I woke up 
annoyed and frustrated. 


10/13/2010 


I decided to get a tattoo. I go into the shop and the tattooist is a woman who 
never seems to be able to get to me although there is barely anyone else 
there. I actually don't know what I want to get so I decide to while away the 
time by drawing various ideas for my tattoo. As I draw various things, they 
change on the paper and turn into little animated things that are unrelated to 
what I was trying to draw and they keep changing. The tattooist gets 
impatient and tells me to stop fooling around. 


1/17/2011 


I was at a presentation by a performance artist. It was a complex show ina 
small intimate venue. The seating was living room couches and chairs and 
some pillows on the floor. The presentation itself was complex and subtle 
combining music, film and performance and it required paying strict 
attention to figure out the artist's intent. Pretty much as soon as I thought I 
was Starting to get a handle on the meaning a guy leaned over to me and 
whispered "This is kinda weird", and by doing do broke my concentration 
for a second or so while I shrugged in response. I tried to refocus, but had 
lost a bit of the thread and realized that I had missed something essential in 
that moment of distraction. Still I paid attention as well as I could but this 
woman whispered to me asking where the restroom was and this other guy 
wondered aloud at me about if he would get a ticket where he was parked. 
The performer was still going forward with his piece that included ideas 
from cybernetics, Roman mystery cults, intricacies of the Japanese tea 
ceremony, biological evolution and a good number of things I only barely 
caught cleverly relating them to gay culture in Chicago in the 1920's, 
carnival ride mechanics, the dicey art of baking a perfect souffle, the 
preparation of pigments by 16th century Dutch painters, etc. all leading up to 
a kind of "punchline" that I didn't end up getting due to the distractions by 
my fellow audience members. I woke up in kind of a foul mood. 


9/25/2011 


I had a dream related to this story. It took place in the '60's. There was an 
underground market similar to that of psychedelic drugs only the product 
was recordings of children's nightmares. They could be played back directly 
into the mind. They were primal and terrifying manifestations of anxieties 
created from a child's perceptions. Aficionados of these recordings treated 
them like precious baubles. The media depicted those who used then as 
practitioners of a monstrous vice. The rumor was that these recordings 
consumed the souls of the children they were made from. 


Scientists 
Turn Brain Images 


Into YouTube 
Videos [VIDEO] 


BY LAURA MATTHEWS 
ON 09/24/11 AT 1:13 PM 


Scientists at the University of 
California, Berkeley, believe they are on 
their way to learning, and possibly seeing, 
what exactly is going on in the human 
mind through advancements in brain 
imaging. 


Researchers at the university 
were able to peer into their brain activity 
of subjects who were watching Hollywood 
movie trailers and reconstruct what the 
viewers saw. 


Currently, researchers can 
only reconstruct movie clips people have 
already seen. However, with the latest 
breakthrough in brain imaging, they area 
step closer to reproducing dreams, 
memories and other mind movies that 
people have, but have never been seen 
by anyone else. 


They also believe this may 
one day help victims of coma, strokes and 
other neurodegenerative disease to 
communicate what's on their mind. Also, 


to practically apply this technology may 
also lay the foundation for brain machine 
interface, which could benefit people with 
cerebral palsy or paralysis. This type of 
technology will enable them to guide 
computers with their minds, researchers 
Say. 


This is a major leap toward 
reconstructing internal imagery, Jack 
Gallant, neuroscientist at UC Berkeley, 
said in a press statement. We are 
Opening a window into the movies in our 
minds. 


He is the coauthor of the 
study published online Thursday in the 
journal Current Biology. 


Gallant and his team 
managed to decode brain signals 
generated by moving pictures by using 
brain imaging technologies and 
computational models. 


Our natural visual experience 
is like watching a movie, said lead author 
Shinji Nishimoto, who was one of three 
research team members who served as 
subjects for the experiment. In order for 
this technology to have wide applicability, 
we must understand how the brain 
processes these dynamic visual 
experiences. 


Researchers watched two 
different sets of Hollywood movie trailers 
while fMRI measured blood flow through 
the visual cortex. It is the part of the brain 
that processes visual information. While 
the subjects watched the movie trailers, 
researchers were recording brain activity, 
and the data sent to a computer program 
that - second by second - learned to 
associate visual patterns in the movie 
with the corresponding brain activity. 


Researchers used computer 
models to predict the brain activity of 18 
million seconds of random YouTube 
videos. The resulting computer program 
then picked the 100 YouTube clips most 
similar in brain-activity profile to the test 
subjects. The 100 best clips were then 
merged into a blurry reconstruction of the 
original movie, researchers said. 


Most previous attempts to 
decode brain activity have focused on 
photographs instead of moving pictures. 


Nishimoto said researchers 
need to know how the brain works in what 
he calls naturalistic conditions. And for 
that they must first understand how the 
brain works while people are watching 
movies. 


12/3/2011 


Aside from the fact that I was aware I was dreaming and could control 
aspects of it, it wasn't all that interesting. The majority involved me and 
several of my friends visiting a woman who lived in a big house. We had all 
been put up in a big room that was a cross between a cabin from the summer 
camp I went to as a kid and a college dormitory suite. The people I was with 
did not have fixed identities at first but gradually sorted themselves out into 
actual identifiable individuals. 


The dream didn't start out lucid, it was just a dream, but something, I don't 
know what, alerted me to the fact I was dreaming. It was at that point I 
discovered that I had no pants on and I thought "This is such a cliché!" and 
suddenly I had pants. This was not a lucid dream in which I could control all 
aspects of the world though. I knew I couldn't flap my arms and fly or 
anything like that. I could, however, move time back and forth and used it to 
test social interactions by playing out certain scenes differently. It didn't feel 
godlike because I knew that the other persons were automata created by my 
imagination. It was more like restarting a part of a game to get the moves 
right. 


Waking from it was interesting. I said to myself "enough fooling around, 
time to get up!" and I woke. 


1/29/2012 


I dreamed that I worked in the government depository of rebuses. 
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off the first time and I set it for another half hour 
until I woke again. 


I was a teenager. Not me as a teenager, just a random kid. 
I was on a hiking expedition with friends that took us through 
_ both city and countryside. We were visiting a number of stone 
towers scattered throughout the land. 


They were large structures with their bases covering several acres and their shape was like compressed cones. 
The proportion was similar to the Egyptian pyramids only they were much larger. Their tops were somewhere around 
seven hundred to one thousand feet above the landscape depending on the individual tower. My understanding was 
that these towers were ancient in origin, but well maintained with repairs and fresh paint. Inside they had ramps 


that spiraled around to the top with occasional ports that presented spectacular vistas leading to a main, open 
observation deck at the top from which one could see for many miles. 


It was known that there was some sort of puzzle that could be 
solved by visiting all of these towers using information 
gained from the views combined with the glyphs that adorned the 
interior walls, but no one had ever solved it. 


A: ‘alee CSyys 


My alarm went off before I learned too much more. 
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' that I would be guided through 
)by various actors. I was given 
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Japan and was let off at 
a stop that a fellow 


It seems that I have my most interesting dre 
25 waking up for the first time and falling back t 


(Rim to catch an extra half hour. 
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or 
She said that she would 
only let me in if I dida 
a “trick. I rode the 
GP bike in circles 
while juggling, but she was 
=U unimpressed and said that 
I would have to take her 
in a contest of physical 
strength. 


My first stop was a house where I was met at 
the door by a young black woman who was disinclined 
to admit me. I knew that I had to retrieve the key 
that was on a chain around her neck. 


I wrestled her in the foyer of the house 
and she was surprisingly strong. I pinned 
her twice, but she just kept fighting. 
Finally I pulled off her dress and bound her 
nude to a radiator with it and took the key. 


H i ail * 


need farther along so I started going through the house trying the key 
everywhere until it opened one that contained a flashlight, a cloth bag 
of dried beans and a small electronic device that looked like a cross 
between a TV remote and a cell phone. I took them all and got on my bike 
and headed north. 
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7 My course was to be through a gigantic shopping mall that stretched most of the length of Honshu. I 
apparently was not the only person playing the game because I saw others on bikes going the same direction 


as me with identical items in their baskets. 


+, in. 


Suddenly there were spider-like robots everywhere. One of them dropped down in front of me and I 
stopped. I wondered if one of the items in my basket might help. Only the bag of beans was still there, 


the other items had disappeared. 


Y 


y ve 
I opened the bag and 
«4 saw that it contained 
Mer small stones rather 
Wee than beans. I woke up. 
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9/17/2012 


Story title that came to me in a dream: The Madman of Vaduz 


11/4/2012 


I dreamed my freezer was filled with tiny coffins with tiny corpses in 
them. 


1/12/2013 


I dressed in layers for a cold winter day even though it was warm and 
spring like. I put my portfolio in a briefcase and set out for Harvard square. 
The bus dropped me off somewhere unfamiliar, a big, brightly lit bus 
terminal, but I thought I was in the right place. I stepped outside and there 
were enormous trucks in the street easily twice as big as any I had seen 
before and they moved fast. I was in awe of them but not afraid. I said to one 
guy “Man, that’s a huge freakin’ truck!”, but he seemed unimpressed. 
Looking around, I saw that the area had some aspects of Harvard square, but 
not others. 


This was around the time that I realized I was dreaming. I just sort of 
made note of the fact and then forgot about it. I can’t remember what my 
destination was in the dream, maybe I didn’t have one and it didn’t matter 
because the landscape was becoming increasingly unfamiliar. There were 
little gullies everywhere that had thick colored fluid running through them 
that looked like paint. 


I climbed up a hill to a very modern looking building. There was a wide 
stream of yellow paint running down the hill beside me. I saw a thin man in 
a speedo doing some sort of stretching exercises through a glass door. I 
tapped on it and he opened up. I asked for directions, but he didn’t want to 
talk to me. He wouldn’t let me come in to make a phone call. I didn’t know 
who I wanted to call anyway. At this point I realized that I had left my 
briefcase on the bus and started to panic. Again I remembered that I was just 
having a dream and that it didn’t matter. I was climbing up a wall that had 
green paint cascading down around me. I looked down and saw the entire 
landscape was crisscrossed with rivers of paint. I decided to wake up. 
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I was a hunter/gatherer type, naked 
“with feathers and paint. I was about 18 
years old and I was with my father who 
"was of the same culture, whatever that was. 
x We were both white. We both had spears. 
Father had a dead pheasant slung over his 
_ shoulder. 

We were in a landscape that I interpreted to be Europe although there was no 
particular landmark to indicate that. We were catching a train to go to town. 


The train was crowded. No one seemed a bit put off = A aoe SUES * fi-* 
by the fact we were naked savages. Most of the people “5 = oe 4 


around us looked like they were dressed for 
Oktoberfest, lederhosen, Tyrolean hats and such. Al] gypsy 


of the women had stepped off a St. Pauli Girl label. I 
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The town we got to had an English feel. It was old with a 
stone wall enclosing part of it. We went to a three story 
apartment building, a Boston style triple-decker with bay 
windows. We were there to get the cat from the woman on the 
second floor. She was an ex-girlfriend of mine. For some 
reason we were taking the cat across town for her. 


me My father took the cat. There was no carrier but the 
' cat was a well behaved orange tabby and he settled 
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quietly in his arms. 


i. 


Sa es 


2 3 _ “s % ae eS 
We had to run across a highway with cars zooming by. Just as we got past it, my 
father tripped and fell and the cat broke in half and the two halves ran off in 
different directions. 


There was no blood, nor were they two 
distinct smaller cats but two fluffy 
balls with two cat legs each. We rounded 
them up and stuck them back together, 
but what we got wasn’t a cat. 


It was a collection of disorganized cat 
parts, still alive and seemed happy enough. 
It walked on a hind and a foreleg with the 
two other sticking up and had its tail coming 
out of its forehead now. My father was 
entertained and was playing with it, but I 
knew that the owner was going to be mad. 


I woke up coughing from a dry throat.| 
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2/13/ 2013 


I was the house guest of a well-known author. In spite of the fact he was 
well known and had authored dozens of books I had never read anything he 
had written. My connection to him was unclear. He was young and very 
good looking as was his wife. They had no children but a number of their 
friends were more or less resident, seeming to come and go as they pleased. 
At one point I was perusing a shelf of his books. I was unable to read them. I 
am frequently illiterate or dyslexic in my dreams. 


They had a cat who could talk although he didn’t very often. He was an 
elderly tuxedo cat who slept much of the time. Most of his talking came in 
the form of complaining and swearing when he had to get up and move 
about. 

One of the author’s friends was a highly skilled archer and knife thrower 
who dressed in camo fatigues. He wore a strange pair of shades that were 
actually a pair of monocles shaped like aviator style lenses. I was surprised 
to learn that he didn’t hunt at all and was in fact vegetarian. 


The cat was prone to falls from high places and when he did he would 
break into pieces at which point the author’s wife would have to carefully 
reassemble him. All the time the cat would be apologizing for being clumsy 
and stupid. This happened twice. On the second occasion the cat had 
somehow gotten the friends shades in his mouth and came out with a sort of 
a duck bill that he had for the remainder of my stay. 


The author showed me a book that he had made, but it was an art book 
containing original water color paintings and collages. He had made each 
copy with his own hands and there were many copies. I was amazed and 
impressed but also perplexed as to why he would even attempt such a thing. 


The cat appeared and started explaining something about mechanics. 
2/15/2013 


We were little people, all of us about 3 % inches tall. The world we lived 
in was different from this one in that human existence happened on a lot of 
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levels. We knew of races of humans that were that small compared to us 
and we lived beneath the feet of titans who were the size of skyscrapers 
compared with us. 

Myself and some from my town were captured and placed in a terrarium 
by one of the giants. We could not communicate with him to ask him to 
bring us back to our home. He couldn’t hear us and wouldn’t have 
understood our language if he could have. 


2/17/2013 


I was in an unfamiliar city, possibly foreign. I and my companions, all 
young men would select a parked car on the street. We would wash it 
thoroughly, inside and out and we would leave the device. In time an 
individual or a couple or a family with children would come along and get in 
the car. When it started it would explode killing them and causing horrific 
injuries to any persons nearby. We did this several times. We were merry in 
the pursuit of our work. The cleaning of the vehicles was a ritual and no step 
could be omitted. There was no sense that what we did was in any way 
wrong or immoral. It was in fact terribly necessary. None of this seemed at 
all disturbing until I awoke. 


3/4/2013 


Something had screwed with my sleep cycle. Things were a bit off. I woke a 
little before midnight convinced it was time to get up. I got as far as putting 
one sock on before I realized, had a little laugh and went back to bed and 
had this dream...... 


It started with me deep in conversation with Dickler. Dickler wasn't the kind 
of creature he was, it was his name. He was a creature halfway between a cat 
and a lemur. We were reaching some sort of agreement although I do not 
know what about but it ended with him telling me this was a dream. 

Well what an opportunity! I was dreaming and I knew it. I was in a big white 
room, but there was a platform that I knew co-existed between the dream 
world and waking reality. I loaded it with an anti-gravity pack, stacks of 
gold bars, the secret of world peace(which was a glowing gem that hung 
suspended in the air) and numerous other useful things knowing that they 
would be there when I woke up. Not all of them were good ideas, dinosaurs 


17 


and death rays for instance. 


I woke up at my normal time. Did not for even one second believe that I 
would find my stack of dream swag waiting for me. In reflection I do not 
believe that this was really a lucid dream. I was obviously not thinking 
clearly or having realistic ideas about what I did in a dream affecting the 
real world. I dreamed that I was having a lucid dream. A dream about a 
dream. ~...pop...~ 


4/4/2013 


A woman who was my lover had her body replaced by an android that 
resembled a skeleton although her core body was enclosed. There was 
rubber between all her joints and her eyes were set in dark rubber. She was 
in a hospital where the procedure had been performed and was awaiting her 
human looking skin. 


4/15/2013 


Note: I had gotten brand new pillows. 


I was an architect and I designed a skyscraper that bent over fully horizontal 
halfway up and extended for several blocks that way. As a result of this I 
was fired and I was stuck with the building. Everybody was mad at me for 
having built this atrocity. Then I was in the subway underneath the building 
and I was surrounded by fat people accusing me of ridiculous crimes like 
enslaving porcupines and counterfeiting ski-ball tickets. I scrambled up the 
stairs to get away and suddenly I was falling from a high floor of the 
building. I landed on the sidewalk in front of my brother Kim. I only 
sustained cartoon injuries. He looked at me and said "Why the hell were you 
fighting with fat people?" I woke up. 
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Dream Journal 6/22/2013 


My apartment was strange. People were always coming in uninvited. It also moved. Sometimes it was on the third 


floor, sometimes on the ground floor or somewhere else. 


I was 
never even sure of 
the size of the 
building. 
Sometimes huge, 
sometimes a 
little shack. 


I woke up to find two women were passing through. One had 
stopped and was looking through files on my computer. When 
she saw I was awake she greeted me cheerfully and explained 
that her own computer had a broken gas compressor. Perhaps 
I might come and see if I could fix it? I pointed out that 
this was my bedroom and that I was naked. She wondered why 
on Earth did I keep my computer in the bedroom. 
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I went out and 
discovered that every 
door opened directly 
into another apartment rather than a 
_ connecting hallway. Through each one I would 
She inserted a memory cartridge into the ; find myself intruding on someone’s private 
computer, and it brought up a very tiny moments, a family at a meal, a woman taking 
movie apparently the small size was a symptom a shower ,another mopping a floor who yelled at me for walking 
ofthe low gas pressure.“My nephew's on it‘a fat man sitting on the toilet, a man and wife watching 
bar-mitzvah, not that you could tell from television, a teenaged boy industriously masturbating. All 
» this! I really gotta get it fixed!” I begged e of them paid me only minimal attention as I passed through. 
her to leave so I could get dressed. 


I returned to find that the house 


Finally I got out. I went out about my was an old barn of unpainted and 


The building was an ordinary business, but what poorly fitted planks. There was an 
triple-deckerfrom the outside. that business was I open door with a sign over it that 


do not remember. read “The New Percussive”™. 


I entered to see that the room was like and old gym with racks on the 
walls. There were devices hung from ropes at different heights. 

Platforms, rings, trapezes, etc., that described a path to a door high ~ 
on the wall. Somehow I negotiated my way up to the door and went through 
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I was in a kitchen and an old 
lady was baking biscuits. 
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I went through another door and found several children 
? toasting marshmallows in a roaring hearth, Through 
" “ another door into a living room where two old men 
') were playing chess, and then through several rooms 
after that including a huge, but empty grand ballroom. 
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Finally I entered a very rich looking apartment 
where I saw two young and very pretty nude black 


girls. They seemed to be about fifteen years old and 
not disturbed by my presence. I was flustered and 
embarrassed and explained that I was simply looking 
for my apartment. They called into another room and 
their father emerged, also nude,but he had large breasts 
of riveted steel that were continuous with his flesh. [7 
I noticed that I was naked and one of thegirls smiled 
and pointed to indicate that I had an erection. I fled 
through a nearby door into a room with dozens of cats. 


pal 


8/20/13 


In my dream there existed a reference book, a dictionary of words that 
sounded like what they described. The Onomatopoeidia. 


8/25/2013 


I was in the deep dark woods. The froggy men came to me. Slick skins 
smelling of swamp. mumbled "Beware". I drove them off with a stick but 
they are still out among the trees. I woke. 4 am. going back to sleep. 


a” 
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Dream Journal 8/28/13 SS 


- - 


I was in a tent with General Grant. 
We were drinking bourbon and laughing. 
Outside a battle raged. I heard men 
shooting, shouting, dying. Ulysses 
and I were talking about old blues 
records. 


A puddle of blood was creeping in under the edge 
of the tent. Grant hollered "Mister Potter!" and 


a harried looking private hurried in and cleaned 
4 it up and then swiftly exited. 
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9/10/2013 


Still trying to sort out last night's dream. There was a game that involved coo-coo clocks 
that had pads of numbered buttons on them like a keyboard and police men dressed as 
mice. 


11/16/2013 


I'm in Boston. Around Washington street, Downtown Crossing that 
neighborhood, but it changed like the area has survived a bombing and the 
buildings have all been repaired. I'm on some sort of espionage mission, but 
something has gone wrong and my memory has been partially wiped. I'm no 
longer sure whose side I'm on or what exactly I'm supposed to be doing. I 
see an Orange line train moving along the surface on Cambridge Street. I go 
catch it and it takes me to North Quincy. 


The station was nothing like North Quincy. It had three levels. The train 
came in through the bottom level. I went up to the second which had a 
highway running through it. I went up to the third via a Futurama style 
pneumatic tube. The top level was a big open concrete area. Not like a 
parking lot, more like a park without grass with occasional concrete 
stairways to different levels, but the smaller levels were all paved areas. 


I noticed that the sea was lapping up against the edges of the level and that 
the tide was coming in. I was up to my ankles in water and decided that I 
had better get out of there. A large wave came down the stairs and soaked 
me completely. All I could think was that it probably destroyed my cell 
phone. Two men stepped up and took me firmly by the arms. One said 
"There you are! We thought we had lost you. You need to finish your 
treatment!" They took me to the Doctor. 


The Doctor's office was in an old wooden building and painted all yellow on 
the inside. The Doctor was of indeterminate gender. Definitely a man and 
then clearly a woman, but not different people, the same person, but his/her 
sex kept changing. He/she was explaining about the treatment which was 
apparently intended to give me some sort of special ability when I excused 
myself to go to the bathroom. I went there and then woke up because I had 
to pee. 
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11/27/2013 


In my dream I was a visitor to a museum dedicated to the life of Sir 
Edward Adderton. 


Adderton was Great Britain's most prominent scientist and biggest 
celebrity of the first half of the 20th century. 


Due to a bizarre mishap in his father's laboratory, at the age of 12 he was 
reduced to 3 inches in height, his eyes were transformed to insect-like 
compound eyes and his intelligence was increased to improbable 
proportions! 


With the help of his father, he constructed a man sized and shaped 
vehicle so that he could move through society without getting stepped on. 
Over time, the vehicle was improved to endow it with amazing strength. 


For some years he was a boy detective, solving difficult crimes and other 
mysteries. The fact that his insect like eyes could resolve down to the size of 
molecules helped him greatly in these adventures. 


Ultimately he went off to Oxford to become a physicist like his father. 
His intelligence gave him great advantages and he finished his doctorate in 
three years. 
He thenceforth produced an amazing string of inventions and discoveries. 
He was granted a knighthood at the age of 31 in recognition of his work and 
the fact that he single-handedly broke up a German spy ring. 


When the Second World War came he went off to America to work on 
the Manhattan project. One day in 1944 his vehicle was found sitting at his 
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desk without him inside of it. What became of him was never discovered. 


I was frankly amazed that I had never heard of this guy. 


12/24/2013 


I was up in the middle of the night. I checked my mail and made a facebook 
post and went back to bed and dreamed I was at a convention of some sort at 
a hotel in what looked like a small European town. It looked almost like 
some sort of historic tourist trap kind of place with a lot of people wandering 
around in folk costume but you could tell they were modern people because 
they had digital watches or cell phones. I got involved in a game with some 
people that involved an unconventional deck of cards that had images on 
them of children playing or men using various tools or people performing 
sex acts. If you drew a particular card you had to eat a "superstition pepper" 
which was a small, mildly hot chili that had hallucinogenic properties. Some 
people it would induce to see ghosts, others would have the sense of 
someone behind them and others would develop a phobia of something 
perfectly ordinary like water, stains on clothes, cheese or cats. The effects 
only lasted half an hour or so. The pepper was always served on a small 
silver dish by a nude young girl who wore an elaborate hat with tassels all 
around it so you couldn't see her face. She was held in some reverence by 
the other players. I was later lying in my bed in my room and cats kept 
coming in and knocking things over and playing around. I woke up. 


1/10/2014 


Apparently I’m working @ the Mug ‘n’ Muffin although A guy who I 
worked with elsewhere is my supervisor. He yells at me because I didn’t 
prepare the beef roasts that we are supposed to have every day. A woman is 
preparing them instead. I know her, I just can’t remember who she was after 
I woke. 

I am roused by an alarm clock that my boss apparently snuck into my 
bedroom hours earlier. On the way to the bathroom I find my mother in the 
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living room watching something noisy on the TV. I go to brush my teeth 
which for some reason is difficult when my real alarm goes off. 


2/13/2014 


I can't recall all of my dream but part of it was that in one part of my office, I 
was missing a finger on my right hand. In this one piece of space, my index 
finger was gone as if it had been amputated many years before. I discovered 
that I could watch it happen as I passed into the affected area. It would 
liquidly waver and vanish as I did without discomfort of any kind and would 
be restored when I stepped out. I showed this to others who were equally 
perplexed. I was the only one affected with this. 


2/16/2/2014 


I am young. In my twenties. I work at a shop that is in a hotel lobby. I'm not 
sure what we sell. A pipe is broken so that whenever anyone uses the sink in 
the bathroom, water gets all over the floor. My boss, who is Paul 
McCartney, is a busy man and is never around although he has an office on 
the other side of the hotel. We have no phone, so I set out for his office in 
hopes of getting him to get a plumber. The hotel is full of people who seem 
to know who I am, but I don't know any of them. They all greet me warmly 
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by name. I reach Paul's office. He looks like he did in the nineties, not Beatle 
era or early solo career period. He is busy, but sympathetic and helpful and 
gives me the number of a plumber and I leave him to his work. After I have 
left the office I realize that we don't have a phone so I return to use his, but I 
can no longer find his office. 

A bunch of party-goers staying at the hotel sweep me up and I'm off to party 
with them. We are in the bar drinking and laughing, sharing funny 
anecdotes. Sexy women are flirting with me. 

Eventually I make it back to the shop where two of my co-workers are 
having a fistfight. 


I woke up. 


Dream Journal 7/6/2014% 


In my dream there was a different winter 
solstice holiday. It had a lot of the 
accoutrements of Christmas but it was about 
something else, I never found out exactly what. 
Like Christmas, there was a general atmosphere of 
merriness with much song, parties and gift giving 
and a focus on happiness of children. Also many 
people felt it had become too commercial. 

What I remember most was that the traditional 
holiday meal was a baby made from meat, mostly 
ground lamb. It was a tradition many centuries old 
and I knew that it found its roots in human 
sacrifice although no real baby had been consumed 
in over a thousand years. Still the holiday baby 
was jarringly naturalistic. Butchers took great 
pride in their product. High end ones really looked 
a great deal like a small trussed and gutted corpse. 
The poorer customers settled for something that 
came out of a mold and looked more like a 
gingerbread man. 


3/28/2014 


I had a very long and detailed dream last night but I can only remember parts 
of it. I was an impoverished sailor who looked like Mister Magoo. I was in 
San Francisco except it wasn't really SanFrancisco, it was more like New 
York only laid on an extremely hilly landscape. I was taken in by a guy who 
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made me work as a silver miner and also watch his three nephews who were 
black teenagers. Although there was an extensive street rail system, I got 
around on a magic bicycle. I can't remember in what way it was magic, but I 
always thought of it as my magic bicycle. 

One of the boys ran away and I had to search for him through the street rail 
stations. He had the power of perfect camouflage so I could only see him 
with special glasses through which he appeared to be tiger striped. The street 
rail trains had no wheels. The cars were shaped like beer cans and they 
floated a few feet above the rails. Just as I spotted the kid, I was stopped by a 
cop. SanFrancisco police all wore high fuzzy shakos like Buckingham 
palace guards. He shouted at me in the voice of my alarm clock. 


I woke. 


5/9/2014 


In my dream, people had to pass through border stations going from town to 
town. On my bicycle I would have to enter a chest high cage sort of like a 
little pen that might be seen in a cattle yard. I would show my ID toa 
uniformed attendant and insert a quarter in a box which would open the pen 
and send me on my way. It was perfectly normal and routine. 


I was given wrong directions and ended up in Somerville near Davis 
Square. The entire neighborhood was populated by nude young women, one 
of whom stole my bike when my back was turned. I had to take a bus home. 
When you pass through the border checkpoint on the bus, a guard comes on 
board. Anyone whose papers are out of order is dragged off the bus and 
transformed into a ferret and tossed into a canvas bag that is already full of 
squirming ferrets. 


I woke up thinking about the problem of quantum entanglement created 
by time travel in a hypothetical single timeline universe. 


Thus was inspired this story. 
Who the Hell is Caldwell Bradnagel? 


The phone rang and as usual I let the machine get it. 
I never answered the phone these days, it's just easier. 
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I was kind of proud of my outgoing message. I 
clipped it from a phone sales training tape. Obviously 
it was a "wrong" example. It was carefully selected so 
that the caller wasn't sure they had the right number 
and was long enough so they might give up before 
leaving a message. My friends knew to wait, my 
creditors office drones were less patient. 


"Hello, Mister Evans? This is Caldwell Bradnagel of 
the Pot-o-Gold investment company! Believe it or not, 
Mister Evans we just picked your name out of a hat! 
That means that we are going to fly you and Mrs. 
Evans to Tierra del Fuego to visit a brand new 
retirement community complete with its own hospital, 
bingo bar and hot toddy shop! If you were to pay for 
that trip, Mister Evans, it would cost a cool three 
grand, but we are going to pay all expenses just so 
you and the Mrs. can take a good look at our beautiful 
new community for folks like yourself who are over 
the hill!" 


They let it play all the way through. Persistent, I'll 
give ‘em that. The caller came on the line. "Who the 
Hell is Caldwell Bradnagel? Adam, are you there? It's 
Marty. I can't help but notice that it's the seventh and I 
still don't have your rent check. Please don't tell me 
it's in the mail. Bring it to me. I only live two blocks 
away. Don't be a pain, Adam. Be here at two, ok? See 
you soon I hope." 

I was going to have to put him off with a partial and 
now I[ had to do it face to face. That was going to be 
grueling. 

My hours at the copy shop had been cut so I was 
only part time now and the money had not exactly 
been pouring in. I had gotten into the habit of letting 
one bill slide per month and then pay it off the next 
month and let another one slide. I know it was the 
same amount of money, but I needed the head space 
in my finances. Rent was the one I really tried not to 
do that with but it had been a bad month. I got sick 
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and missed three days of work which fucked up 
everything. I was really close to the bone. 

The place I live is right near Central Square on River 
street. When Marty rented it to me he called it a 
"penthouse" with a completely straight face. What it is 
actually is a half fourth floor added onto an existing 
triple-decker. It's a professional job, but it's still just 
stuck on there. To get in you go up to the roof and 
then back outside to let yourself in. It's like a little 
separate building on top of the house. A couple of 
bedrooms and a living room/ kitchen combo. Marty 
has no idea about it. It was built by the previous 
owner. It's insulated but still cold as shit in the winter. 
For this I pay six-hundred and fifty bucks a month 
making it pretty much the cheapest pad in Cambridge. 
It's not unreasonable for Marty to want me to pay the 
rent on time at that price. 

I went down the fire escape to avoid walking by 
Suzanne's door. I owed her a twenty and she was 
talking about taking it out in "trade" if I didn't pay her 
back when I said I would which was a week ago. 
Suzanne and I had actually been a thing for a while 
back in the seventies and it might be an easy way to 
dodge the debt, but since then Father Time and 
alcohol had tag-teamed her enough to considerably 
reduce her appeal. 

I took five hundred out of the bank just leaving 
twenty-five for some groceries and beer and I headed 
for Marty's place. 

Marty Borelli had a nice house on Magazine Street 
from which he ran his real estate "empire". He owned 
six buildings in the area, five triple-deckers and a little 
place up near the Necco factory that housed a cigar 
store and a hair salon. The cigar store was run by his 
brother and the salon by his brother's wife. 

Melissa, his daughter answered the door. She was a 
fifteen year old bit of jail-bate who did everything she 
could to look older so guys in their twenties would 
take her to clubs. Nature had done well by her, so the 


guys were lining up to oblige. "Is your dad around?" | 
asked. 

She looked me over with distaste. "You the artist 
from sixty-two River?" 

She had met me a dozen times but always 
pretended to have never seen me before. "Yeah. I'm 
the artist" 

"He's around back." 

Marty was in the back yard smoking and reading 
the Herald. He smiled when he saw me. "Mister 
Rosenfeld! I'm glad you made it. Do you have 
something for me?" 

"Marty, you know they cut my hours at work 
temporarily. I have five hundred for you. I can get 
you the rest when I get paid Thursday for sure." 

He rolled his eyes and smirked a little. "Gimme the 
money." I handed over the cash. "You wanna beer?" 
He asked. 

"Sure, why not?" He handed me a can of Bud 
Light. Tasteless swill, but I could drink it without ill 
effect. 

"Siddown, let's talk." Uh-oh. I sat in one of the 
lawn chairs and braced myself. He sensed my 
nervousness. "Look, I'm not gonna throw you out, ok? 
Ya been there for five years, I get no complaints about 
you. You and me, we're ok." 

"That's good to know, Marty." I took a good 
swallow of the beer. 

"T understand hard times, I've had plenty myself, 
but If I were you I would be making some changes. 
It's nineteen-eighty-seven, this hippie thing you got 
goin' on is played out! Ya need to get a fresh look, a 
good job and a good woman." 

"Hey! I know women, I'm getting some." Truth be 
told, the pool of available female companionship had 
thinned out considerably in the last year. A lot women 
I had known had moved on to get married or at least 
into long term relationships. I had been married before 
and wasn't up for it again. Most of the single gals left 
were college girls who I wasn't interested in and 


31 


32 


wouldn't have given me the time of day anyway. 
There were a couple of women I saw from time to 
time for just sex and not much else. 

“Sure you are, but are any of them going to give you 
kids? Is working making Xerox copies going to give 
you the good life? That ‘magazine’ of yours, is that 
going anywhere?” 

““My Mania’ has a special appeal.” 

“Special appeal! To guys in their thirties obsessed 
with ‘50s monster movies and surrealist 
whatchamacallits.” 

“Collages.” 

“Whatever. You want to pay your bills? Get a 
haircut and a real job. That’s free advice from me to 
you.” 

I sighed. As if I didn’t hear enough if this from my 
father. “Thanks Marty. I'll think it over. I’ll see you 
Thursday with the rest of the rent.” 

“That’d be great. I’ll see ya then.” 


The whole money thing was getting out of hand. It 
seemed like I was getting the bank account down to 
only a buck every month and I was living on beans, 
rice and Kraft dinners. Marty was right, life just isn’t 
supposed to be such a goddamn struggle. I’m a 
fucking artist, but I spent all my time thinking about 
money. This shit was not working. 

I took the stairs to get to my pad and was not 
intercepted by Suzanne. When I got to the roof there 
was a guy with a metal briefcase waiting in front of 
my door. He didn’t look like he came from one of the 
utilities to turn me off. He looked pretty normal. I 
guessed he was in his fifties. He had a gray buzz cut. 
He wore jeans and a flannel shirt not too different 
from what I was wearing. He resembled my older 
brother. He smiled. “Adam! It’s really you!” 

“Who else would I be? And you are...?” 

“T tried to call you earlier. ‘Caldwell Bradnagel’ 
That’s a hoot! Why don’t you call me that.” 


I didn’t care for that one bit. “How ‘bout I call you 
who you really are and you tell me why you are 
here?” I was getting a weird feeling and it wasn’t a 
normal weird feeling. It was like butterflies in my 
stomach, but all over my body. 

“That might be confusing. My name is Adam 
Rosenfeld.” 

“Well, isn’t that a coincidence.” 

“No it isn’t.” 

“Are we related?” 

“Pretty closely. Can I come in?” 

What the hell, I let him in. 

The place was a crazy mess. The kitchen table was 
piled with books and magazines, the sink full of 
dishes, the trash can overflowing with beer cans. He 
wasn’t concerned by the clutter at all. 1 moveda 
couple newspapers off of a chair so he could sit. “Ya 
want a beer?” I asked. 

“No thanks.” 

I decided not to have one either and sat down 
opposite him. I started to roll up some Bugler tobacco 
and said. “So what’s your story?” 

“One picture is worth a thousand words,” He placed 
black slab with rounded corners on the coffee table. It 
was about the dimensions of a deck of cards, but not 
as thick. It had few surface features. A couple of holes 
that looked like they were supposed to take tiny plugs, 
a couple of chrome bars around the sides. The surface 
facing up was completely featureless except for the 
name MOTOROLA in silver at one end. Above the 
name a very tiny green light slowly blinked. “Go 
ahead and pick it up.” 

I took the item in my hand. As I did I touched one 
of the chrome bits and the blank face suddenly lit up. 
There were all kinds of things going on in a window a 
bit larger than a business card. In one corner was 
something that looked like a cartoon flight of stairs 
with the words “no network” flashing underneath it. 
There was a box that displayed the time, only it was 
way off. It was the seventh of May nineteen eighty- 
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seven and two-thirty PM, but this thing said it was 
eleven sixteen AM and September twenty-ninth two 
thousand and sixteen. There were a bunch of little 
squares with various little cartoons in them. “What the 
fuck?” 

“Touch one of the icons. Any one.” I poked one 
with a red cartoon bird face. A peppy tune started 
playing and the screen said “Angry Birds”. 

“What the fuck?” I repeated “What is this?” 

“Tt’s a game, like a video game.” 

“But this dingus is so fuckin’ tiny!” 

“The game isn’t even its principal function. It’s a 
phone.” 

“A phone.” 

“Like a cellular phone.” 

“Nuh-uh! It’s so small.” 

“Tt’s also a computer, it has maps, it’s a camera. It 
does a bunch of stuff. Where I come from lots of 
people have them.” 

“Alright ‘Adam’, where do you come from?” 

He answered in a comedy science fiction voice. 
“From the twenty-first CEN-tur-eee!” 

“Oh shut up! Really, what is up?” 

“I’m not bullshitting you. I’m a time traveler, and 
that’s not even the weirdest part.” 

“What is the weirdest part?” 

“T’m you!” 

“Shut the fuck up!” 

He rolled up his left sleeve and showed me a tattoo, 
Mister Natural. It was identical to the one I had on the 
same arm except the edges weren’t as sharp and the 
lines weren’t quite as black. Nobody else had that 
tattoo. I once had the lucky opportunity to have 
Robert Crumb actually draw it there with a felt tip and 
then had a tattooist go over it right away. There it was, 
line for line. Even the cross-hatching was identical. I 
stared at the other Adam Rosenfeld. He was heavier 
than me by a good forty pounds. His hair was a short 
salt and pepper buzz cut. His beard was a neat van 
dyke and completely gray. He wore no jewelry. I had 


my left ear pierced several times and wore small gold 
earrings in them. Looking carefully at the other Adam 
I could just make out the almost closed piercings right 
where they were supposed to be. I saw the scar on his 
left hand where I had an accident in high school metal 
shop and the same scar on the other guy. “Shit.” I 
breathed softly. “Seriously, you come from the 
twenty-first century?” 
“Seriously. Twenty-sixteen to be exact.” 
“They have time travel in twenty-sixteen?” 
“Hell no. The time machine is from thousands of 
years in the future. It was manned by a guy named 
Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan. His people knew very little about 
our civilization. He mentioned a few names he knew 
and they were from all over the place. William 
Shakespeare, Theodore Roosevelt, Napoleon 
Bonaparte, Adolph Hitler and Mozart, but in his mind 
they were more or less contemporaries.” 

“So you stole the machine?” 

He looked annoyed. “No I didn’t steal the machine! 
G’tsaltipan died only a week after he arrived in my 
time. He got sick almost as soon as he arrived. They 
weren’t sure why, they thought some germ he had no 
immunity to was responsible at first. They were 
wrong. It was the quantum entanglement problem.” 

I knew a tiny bit about quantum theory, but I had 
never heard of “quantum entanglement” and couldn’t 
even begin to figure out what it was supposed to 
mean. I just nodded my head and said “Of course. The 
quantum entanglement problem”. 

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “Don’t pretend you 
know what I’m talking about, ok? Even freaking 
Einstein didn’t get quantum entanglement. I had to 
Google it. I could barely understand the Wikipedia 
article about it.” 

“You did what to it? What’s a wackypedia?” 

“Nevermind. It’s future stuff and not that important. 
Look, apparently two atoms can become linked, 
entangled, so that they behave like shadows of one 
another even if they are separated by light-years of 
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space. Basically if you affect one atom, the other is 
similarly affected. It’s like they are the same atom.” 

“OK. What does that have to do with time travel?” 

“In the case of time travel, the atoms of the traveler 
and anything that comes with him are duplicated. 
‘Duplicated’ isn’t even the right word, they are the 
same atom occupying two different places. For every 
atom of the traveler, the earlier iteration of his every 
particle coexists and are entangled. That weird feeling 
you have is because you and I are closely entangled. 
We only actually share about one percent of our atoms 
because we are separated by almost thirty years. You 
only feel a slight tug from me. It’s different for me. 
My atoms are scattered all over the world. It’s like 
this awareness of large amounts of the surface of the 
planet, mostly in living things. I only traveled twenty- 
eight years. Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan traveled over ten 
thousand years! His people had spread throughout the 
solar system. I can’t even imagine how it must have 
felt to him to be part of things so vastly separated and 
in so many different environments. I don’t want to 
imagine it.” 

“So why does anyone do it?” 

“He came in search of lost knowledge. Humanity 
started again very nearly from scratch a couple of 
times between my time and his. Like the Dark Ages 
only quite a bit darker, a complete return to spear 
chucking and superstition. They came back both 
times, but there was less of the past remembered after 
each one. They invented science all over again and 
it’s not exactly the same as it is with us. In some 
things they know more than us, in others they know 
less. Quantum entanglement is one of the things they 
don’t know about. They didn’t know how long 
Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan had the time machine. It may have 
in fact come from the even farther future. The 
Harvard guys never found out for sure.” 

“Harvard was one place that Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan 
knew the exact location of. In his time it is under a 
half a mile if ice, but he was able to program the exact 


coordinates to make the machine appear in Harvard 
Yard.” 

I realized that I had been sitting there with an unlit 
cigarette between my fingers all this time. I lit up and 
inhaled deeply. The other Adam wrinkled his nose. 
“You need to quit that shit, man.” 

“Don’t I know it! I’ve tried a couple of times.” 

“I know, but you need to.” 

I crushed out my butt. If he didn’t know, then who? 
“T won’t smoke if it bothers you.” 

“One way or another you are only going to be 
smoking another few months, but you would be better 
off giving it up now.” Of course I had no idea what he 
meant. A severe case of bronchitis would put me in 
the hospital that coming winter, which would finally 
decide me to quit, but I’m getting way ahead of 
myself. 

“T’ll think about it.” There was a knock on the 
door. I answered to find Suzanne standing there. 

“Haven’t seen you in a while, Adam.” She said. 

“Suzanne, you have caught me at a bad time. I 
have a guest and .....” 

She cut me off. “Not a problem, I’ll be out of your 
way as soon as you give me the twenty you owe me. | 
need to get some groceries.” 

“T just haven’t got it. I gave Marty all my dough 
just to keep the roof over my head.” 

Behind me other Adam said “I can help you out.” 
And handed Suzanne a stack of old silver dollars. 

Her eyes bugged out. “Wow!, but this is only five 
bucks.” 

Other Adam stared at her. “Those are worth a 
whole lot more than twenty bucks! There is a rare 
coin dealer on Bromfield Street in Boston. You won’t 
walk out of there with less than fifty or sixty bucks.” 

“Thanks!” she said and then, “I haven’t had the 
pleasure.” 

He extended his hand. “Caldwell Bradnagel, I’m 
Adam’s cousin.” 

“T can see the resemblance.” 
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I jumped in. “As I said, Suze, I’m a bit tied up. 
We’ll talk later.” and I closed the door as quickly as I 
could without actually slamming it. 

I turned back to my strange guest. “Thanks 
‘Caldwell’. Aren’t you worried about future cash 
being spotted?” 

“T brought mostly old silver and gold coins with 
me. Got them in coin collector shops and online.” 

“On line?” 

“Never mind. Hey, check this out.” He handed me a 
brass coin about the size of a quarter. It was a US 
dollar and it had the face of Dick motherfucking 
Nixon on it! 

“You have got to be kidding me!” I tossed it back 
to him in disgust. 

“T wish. Can I tell you why I’m here?” 

“Please do!” 

“A Guest of Honor!” 

“What?” 

“Scott Joplin’s lost opera!” 

“Oh yeah!” 

“It seemed pretty harmless. I would go back to 
nineteen-oh-three, Get on a train to Missouri, recover 
the manuscript, bring it back to my time and 
‘discover’ it. I figured I could do it quickly enough 
that I wouldn’t get too sick from the quantum 
entanglement thing. It wouldn’t change history, but 
the world would have it and I would get maybe rich 
and famous!” 

“You do know that you landed more than eighty 
years off the mark, right?” 

“Tt broke.” 

gro) eT he 

“T don’t think it was the most well built thing in the 
first place and the people at Harvard had started 
messing with it to learn how it works. Something was 
probably loose.” 

“How did you get it? Do I end up being some kind 
of scientist at Harvard?” 


Other Adam let go a short laugh. “Ha! You end up 
being some kind of maintenance man at Harvard. It’s 
a pretty good job, lots of benefits, good health plan. 
Most importantly, the keys to everything. It was 
opportunity knocking. They had tried to keep the story 
of the man from the future secret, but someone leaked 
it to the Internet. G’tsaltipan had just died after being 
grilled nonstop by scientists and historians. He didn’t 
know all that much and they surmised that he had 
himself stolen the machine. The quantum 
entanglement problem wasn’t even known to the 
public. One of the grad students explained it to me. 
Then I was in the right place at the right time. The 
machine was unattended in the lab and everyone was 
away burying G’tsaltipan. The government was going 
to take possession of the machine within hours. I had 
the key to the lab.” 

My mouth was hanging open. “You did steal it!” 

“Tt’s not like Harvard was its rightful owner. 
G’tsaltipan was dead. Why did they have any more 
right to it than me or anybody for that matter? 
Besides, what kind of horrifying shit was going to 
happen when the feds got their mitts on it?” 

“You knew how to work it.” 

“It’s pretty easy to work. Remember that George 
Pal movie, The Time Machine? The controls are like 
that. There is a switch that turns on the field that 
surrounds you and a lever that controls your 
movement either forward or backward. There is a 
display that counts off years. It’s not our system of 
numbers, but it’s easy enough to figure out. I let 
myself in, walked up to the machine and flipped the 
switch. I pulled back on the lever a little bit and there 
was a rapid strobe of day and night. I let the lever 
snap back. It was night outside. I looked at one of the 
lab work stations and saw that it was a month earlier, 
well before G’tsaltipan had ever showed up. I put the 
gizmo in a trash bag and walked out. 

The quantum entanglement thing was working in 
my favor. With so little a move in time, my doppel 
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and I still shared most of our atoms. I knew exactly 
where he was at all times. It’s hard to explain, but I 
felt like I could almost see through his eyes and had a 
good idea of what he was thinking about. No doubt 
my doppelganger had strange feelings too, but hadn’t 
the slightest notion what to attribute them to. I thought 
I remembered feeling weird and drunk, but I wasn’t 
sure. I took a hotel room. The next morning I went 
and cashed out a CD and bought old coins with the 
money. Mostly turn of the century silver and gold 
coins. I also bought a suitcase for the device. I just 
went and stood on one of the foot bridges over the 
river near Harvard square. It had a cornerstone date 
that wouldn’t have me dumped in the water when I 
got to nineteen-oh-three. I would have to get a train to 
Springfield, Missouri to catch up with the production 
around the time the score was supposed to have 
vanished when the production ran out of money. I was 
going to play it by ear since I didn’t have a detailed 
plan at all when I took the machine.” 

“T don’t think I have ever heard anything so friggin’ 
insane in my life!” 

“Look, man, You just don’t throw away 
opportunities like this! This was Jess than once in a 
lifetime, get it? Shit like this just doesn’t happen, like, 
ever!” 

I couldn’t argue with that. “So how are you 
supposed to fix this thing? Do you have any idea how 
it works?” 

“T was figuring on just opening it up and looking 
for something that looks broken.” 

“You must be nuts. Have you acquired some crazy 
skills in the last thirty years? I can’t even look inside 
of a TV and know what’s going on and you want to 
try and figure out a time machine?” 

“Tt’s our only shot.” The machine was in the 
suitcase. About the size of a pop-up toaster, it was a 
box that looked like it was made of polished brownish 
stone. It has a lever on the side that looked like 
nothing so much as the handle on a one-armed-bandit. 


There was a paddle shaped switch on the front, which 
had a sliding lock that held it in one of three possible 
positions. From the top protruded a silvery mushroom 
shaped contrivance. “Ok”, he said, “The first position 
of the switch is a test mode.” He flipped it and locked 
it. When activated, the device floated in the air about 
four feet off the ground. In the air above the machine 
appeared a string of softly glowing green curlicues 
that I assumed to be numbers. Around a group of them 
on the right side was a flashing yellow outline. 
Around a group in the center was a flashing red 
outline in addition to the flashing yellow outline. He 
showed me that if the lever was pulled back the 
figures on the left started scrolling quickly. If the 
lever was pushed forward, the red line around the 
figures on the right flashed brighter and faster, but the 
figures didn’t move at all. “As nearly as I can figure, 
that yellow outline indicates that something isn’t 
working as it should. The red outline indicates that the 
whole system won’t function. I was still underway 
when the yellow started flashing. The red came on 
right after I had stopped dead. Honestly, the yellow 
had been flashing the whole time.” 

“Shit. It must be like the service warning light on a 
car!” 

“How was I supposed to know that?” 

“So what does the area in red mean?” 

“The numbers in the red outline indicate movement 
forward in time.” 

There was a panel on the bottom of the box that 
popped open on its own when you touched three 
yellow dots simultaneously. What was inside didn’t 
look like electronics as much as it did like a panel of 
about twenty tiny organ stops. Each was labeled in an 
unknown language that we had no hope of 
deciphering. Some were pulled out, some were pushed 
in. We noted that they made a positive click when 
moved in or out. We made sure that we restored them 
all to the position we found them in. One thing we 
noted was that three of them had been removed. “You 
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know what,” remarked other Adam, “I think I saw 
those sitting on the table next to the machine when I 
took it.” 

My mom used to tell me that I was just smart 
enough that I would get myself into real trouble 
someday. I hate it when she’s right. “You....we, are a 
goddamn idiot.” We pulled out another one of the 
stops. We were hoping that they were just passive 
levers that could be replaced with little pieces of 
dowel. No such luck. The little plungers terminated in 
a complicated looking plug with multiple contacts. 

We attempted to switch a few of them around to 
see if maybe some of them were redundant. The result 
was just making either the entire display flash red or 
making the device fail to switch on altogether. “I 
think you’re fucked.” There was no point in his going 
on to nineteen-oh-three if he couldn’t come back. The 
quantum entanglement would kill him soon. There 
was a good possibility it would kill me too eventually. 

Other Adam slept on my couch for a week as we 
made attempt after attempt to fix the device to carry 
him back forward to the future. We couldn’t find 
anything inside of the machine that was definitely a 
battery, but we both sensed that whatever powered it 
could not last forever. Also he was getting sick. He 
was plagued by spots before his eyes, fatigue and tiny 
localized spots of extreme pain. He said he heard 
voices in his head and he would have moments of 
irrationality. I myself had lesser, but equally strange 
symptoms. It was the quantum entanglement and we 
would both end up dead unless we could get him back 
to his own time. 

On his fifteenth day with me he couldn’t get out of 
bed without help. He knew that the end was near. He 
made a plan and insisted that I not argue about it. We 
were going to have to change history from the other 
side. It was imperative and not just for our own 
survival. The twenty-first century simply could not be 
allowed to get this technology. Old Adam was certain 
that it would do nothing but spread chaos on the 


atomic level. It might not take much use of this gizmo 
to unravel the whole cosmos. 

The plan was that he would take the time machine 
back to the beginning of the universe. If he could 
make it to the time before particles differentiated 
shortly after the Big Bang it should undo the quantum 
entanglement or at least that was his logic. I, in turn 
with the help of some tips about who would win a few 
future Superbowls and World Series would wait out 
the time until Rotselt G’tsaltipan appeared in Harvard 
yard. I would be the first to talk to him and I would 
explain that he had to return to his own time and why. 
I had thirty years to digest the reason into a succinct 
paragraph that he would immediately understand and 
hopefully agree with. Plan B was to kill him and 
destroy the machine as completely as possible. I liked 
that far less. For one thing his quantum entangled 
body would still be here and for another, G’tsaltipan 
didn’t deserve to die any more than I did and it 
wouldn’t amount to much in the way of “salvation” 
for me if I am found guilty of homicide. If I did this 
correctly I would change the timeline and save my 
future self. 

The next morning I bid farewell to old Adam who, 
although he was heading for his ultimate dissolution, I 
could still save if I did everything right. The result 
when he pulled the lever was surprisingly undramatic, 
he simply vanished accompanied by a soft “pop” as 
air rushed into the space he once occupied. A few 
loose papers in the room moved slightly, that was all. 

He left me the rest of his cache of coins. They paid 
the rent for about three months and my winnings on 
the World Series paid it for the rest of the year while, 
on “Caldwell Bradnagel’s” advice, I went to a 
vocational school and learned all about computers and 
became an information technology specialist. I 
previously had little interest in computers, but 
according to old Adam, they were what I should be on 
the cutting edge of. He told me that in ten years, 
everybody would have one and almost none of them 
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would have a clue of how to deal with them and 
would pay to have someone else keep them running so 
they themselves would never have to learn how to. He 
was right about that and then some. I did well in the 
corporate world all through the nineties where they 
needed me so badly that I never had to wear a tie or 
even show my bosses all that much respect so long as 
I kept their network up and free of viruses. I still put 
out my ‘zine, but I worried a lot less about money. I 
quit smoking, this time for good. 

The turn of the century came and we still didn’t 
have people on Mars. September twenty oh one 
knocked America down a peg and the administration’s 
reaction to it knocked us down a few more. The 
twenty-first century was definitely a whole new game, 
but in none of the ways I expected. My promised 
flying car was nowhere to be seen, nor were food 
pills, cure for cancer, colonies on the Moon or men on 
Mars. Electronics were kind of amazing though. 
Pretty quickly things like old Adam’s phone started to 
come into existence and they made sense in terms of 
the new “wired” world that I was a part of. My 
position as an IT specialist was no longer as elite as it 
had once been. I had to wear a tie and toe the line 
because there were lots of guys like me now, most of 
them younger and demanding less money. 

My “hippie” persona faded over time. I even looked 
like a responsible member of society on my day off. 
After winning big betting on the twenty-oh-four world 
Series, I bought my building from Marty as income 
property and a small house closer to the river. I didn’t 
rent out the “penthouse” but used it as an office for 
my side business as a computer guy for hire. I joined 
a local Unitarian congregation where I met a nice 
woman named Diane who I married two years later. 
By twenty-oh-seven I was pretty removed from the 
guy I was in nineteen-eighty-seven. I bought and 
learned to use a handgun in case I had to resort to Plan 
B. I kept it in a safe deposit box. Diane didn’t even 
know about it. 


The five years before G’tsaltipan’s appearance were 
the hardest. I developed heart trouble, but I knew that 
I absolutely had to stay alive to accomplish my 
mission. I became obsessed with my diet and exercise 
and pretty much became no fun at all. I could hardly 
blame Diane for walking out when she did. The 
realization was dawning on me that the life I was 
trying to save wasn’t all that good anymore. I had 
already given it up. Nonetheless, I still had my 
mission to maybe save the universe. 

I woke early on Wednesday September sixteenth, 
twenty-sixteen. Looking in the bathroom mirror I saw 
a somewhat different face than that of old Adam. My 
life history had been different from his. My teeth were 
straight and capped where his had been yellow and 
uneven. I was trim where he had been portly. He had 
worn glasses like the younger me where I had gotten 
laser vision correction. He had worm a beard while I 
had just a bushy mustache. I had not simply become 
him; I had walked an alternate path. So the past can 
be altered. The thought gave me much comfort. 

I strapped on my shoulder holster with the small 
revolver I hoped not to use and put on a denim jacket 
over it. Walking onto the Harvard campus with a 
loaded gun was a risky proposition even if it was 
licensed. Shooting sprees on campuses were quite the 
fashion and security had been adjusted accordingly. 
Doing anything remotely suspicious would get me 
stopped. Unlike old Adam, I didn’t work there. No 
matter how itchy I might have been I couldn’t go too 
early and be seen just hanging around. The closer I 
was to the exact arrival time of the man from the 
future, the better. He was due at exactly two-thirty- 
two pm. 

I entered the gate across from Holyoke Center at 
exactly two-thirty and started walking toward the 
water pump in front of Hollis hall at a leisurely pace. 
The time traveler would appear within a few feet of it. 
It was a bonus that no one seemed to be hanging out 
in that area at the moment. Just as I got within a few 
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yards there was a pop of displaced air and there he 
stood with the little box of the time machine floating 
in front of him. 

Old Adam had never described him to me. He was 
quite exotic looking. The human race ten thousand 
years down the line was bound to have some 
differences. He was about six foot two and lean but 
not exactly athletic looking. His skin was black. Not 
your average African-American black either, but an 
inky, almost blue eggplant color. His eyes were a dark 
jade green, his hair a wavy mop of brown curls that 
fell just short of his shoulders. His hat was a deep 
maroon velvet-like material a little like a beret but 
with a short brim going all the way around. He wore a 
suit that consisted of a green vest over a white long 
sleeved shirt. The vest had red round epaulettes about 
the size of beer coasters each marked with three 
yellow dots in a triangle. He wore a knee-length kilt 
that matched the vest and a pair of tan boots that 
reached halfway up his calves. He looked about the 
yard in curiosity. 

I called out “Hey, Rotselt-G’tsaltipan!” His 
expression of curiosity turned to one of shock. I 
walked up to him and he took a wary step back. 
“Don’t be afraid. We must talk. Do you understand 
me?” 

Various people in the yard had now stopped to 
stare at the strange looking man and a couple had 
started to approach. I had only seconds. “Yes, I 
understand you! How do you know me?” He hada 
very peculiar accent hissing his esses and drawing out 
his vowels. He pronounced the k in “know”. 
Nonetheless, I understood him well enough. 

“You must return to your own time. Immediately” 

His owlish green eyes grew even wider. “Why I 
must?” 

“You will sicken and die here. Even worse, you 
may destroy the world. Your atoms are tangled up. 
Your science doesn’t know about it.” I was talking 
fast because people were walking towards us in 


curiosity. About ten seconds had passed since he 
popped into existence in our time. 

He mumbled something in his own language. 
“How know you this? The...” he hesitated, “duration 
crossing engine is new. Never before used!” That was 
a relief to know. I had been worried that it was a 
technology they had been using for centuries mucking 
up the universe six ways from Sunday. 

“Go back and then destroy the machine!” 

“T will not. It is the labor of my entire life!” 

Fuck. I pulled out the gun. He looked at it in 
curiosity. The students who had been gathering turned 
and ran. I pointed it at him. “Rotselt-G’tsaltipan, this 
is a weapon. It can kill you in a second. Will you 
return?” I had probably less than a minute before the 
cops showed up. I was all in now. No matter what 
happened next I was at very least going to jail. 

The time traveler straightened his back with resolve 
and said. “I do not fear you.” 

Double fuck. 

Please don’t think that murder comes naturally to 
me. I spent almost thirty years preparing myself for 
this possibility, played it again and again in my head. 
It was a last resort, but I knew it would be a decision 
that I would have little time to make and that I 
couldn’t allow fear of being wrong paralyze me. I 
pulled the trigger. My aim was good. The bullet 
rammed through his heart and exited his back in a 
fountain of blood. He died instantly. I dragged his 
body close to the machine. I was going to try to just 
send him back to his time on his own but it quickly 
became clear that I couldn’t operate the machine and 
still be outside of the field. We were making this trip 
together. The display was flashing blue on the figure 
on the right. Home base. I pushed the lever forward. 
Everything outside of five feet all around me turned 
an even flat gray. I was disappointed not to see all 
around me moving at high speed as I rocketed into the 
future. The figures on the display were flashing past 
quickly though. I just stood there before the device 
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with the bloody corpse of Rotselt-G’tsaltipan curled 
up at my feet for about two hours. 

Suddenly the gray cleared and I was in a room. It 
had no windows and white walls that looked like 
poured concrete painted white. There was a metal 
table with a few items on it, none of which I could 
identify of course. There was also a woman. She was 
as black as G’tsaltipan. She wore a Sari-like garment 
of light blue cloth and had a head of red hair worked 
into ornate curls. She yelped in surprise when she saw 
me and then screamed in horror when she saw the 
body. I stepped forward and slapped my hand over her 
mouth then pointed the gun at one of the devices on 
the table and fired so she could see what it did. 

I took my hand away and she was silent with tears 
running down her cheeks. Was the time traveler her 
husband? I couldn’t afford to care. I prayed that she 
had also learned some of my language and enunciated 
carefully. “Do not rebuild it!” I dragged the body well 
away from the machine and tossed the gun on the 
floor. I would never need it again. I went back to the 
machine and flipped the lever back. 

Of course I had to return to a time after I had left to 
avoid quantum entanglement. As long as none of my 
atoms existed at the same time everything was cool. I 
reappeared in Harvard Yard two weeks after I had 
left. It was the middle of the night and I just quickly 
left and took the machine home with me. From the 
news and the internet I learned that the mysterious 
Harvard gunman had not been identified and the 
entire incident with the “alien” who some claimed to 
have seen him shoot was now believed to have been a 
student prank in questionable taste. 

It really started to sink in at that point that I had 
committed murder. I could rationalize all I wanted to 
that it had been a grim necessity, but that was an easy 
rationalization to make if it’s about someone else and 
you didn’t have to live with the guilt yourself. 

The machine was right there. 
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I pulled out the gun. The time traveler looked at it 
in curiosity. The students who had been gathering 
turned and ran. I pointed it at him. “Rotselt- 
G’tsaltipan, this is a weapon. It can kill you ina 
second. Will you return?” I suddenly felt really sick. 

Just behind G’tsaltipan stood...me! The other me 
shook his head and croaked out “Don’t!” He sounded 
as sick I felt. He touched the handle of his time 
machine and vanished. I instantly felt better. He must 
have been from only a short time in the future and 
virtually all of our atoms were entangled. 

I took a deep breath, lowered the gun and snapped 
on the safety. “Ok”, I thought, “What comes after plan 
B?” 

The time traveler had barely seen the other me and 
clearly had not yet worked out what was going on. I 
leapt forward, conked him on the noggin with the butt 
of the gun and pushed the lever forward. The gray 
surrounded us. I started talking fast. He was holding 
his head and spitting curses in his own language. He 
slowly started to focus on what I was telling him. He 
asked me to slow down and repeat a few things as I 
told him the whole story. It took a while, I had to 
define words here and there. In his time there are only 
a few sources on the English language and they are 
very incomplete. There was more time between his 
era and mine than my era and the first Sumerian cities. 
The fact that he could speak and understand at all 
shows that he had really done his homework. 

Explaining quantum entanglement with a limited 
vocabulary was difficult. His people had a whole 
other notion of how atoms worked, but I convinced 
him that he was going to have to take my word for it. 
Perhaps figuring out the details would make a better 
life’s work for him than building time machines. 

The gray cleared and we were in the room with the 
woman. Her eyes grew wide when she saw me and 
then the blood on G’tsaltipan’s head. She started 
shrieking invective at me until he quieted her. 
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I stayed for a day with them. The room, it turns out 
was at the bottom of a deep shaft in an ice cap that 
covered North America as far south as where New 
York City had been. I never got to see the surface. 
Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan told me a bit about their society. It 
didn’t sound like someplace I would want to live. I 
got the impression that the technology was similar to 
the early twentieth century and socially they were 
similar to eighteenth century America. “Enlightened” 
people who practiced slavery. Early industrial age, 
totally powered by burning wood. The oil was long 
gone. History repeats itself. His wife was named 
Danelit. G’tsaltipan had to translate what I said for 
her. I got the sense that she was not a part of his work, 
but was just here for companionship. In their world, 
married couples were rarely apart. She never stopped 
staring at me. For her I was a creature of myth. 

I made them understand that I had to take the 
machine and Rotselt-G’ tsaltipan’s plans and notes and 
I left before they could change their mind. 

I was back in Harvard Yard in twenty-sixteen two 
days after I had left. I felt fine, no entanglement 
sickness. I somehow knew that I didn’t have to go and 
warn myself. The me that did that was from a defunct 
version of the timeline. I had rewritten it. 

I set up the machine back at the penthouse with the 
pile of notes scrawled in Rotselt-G’tsaltipan’s 
language and using a broom stick pushed the handle 
all the way back to send it to the dawn of time to have 
its particles untangled. This way I was letting the 
universe take care of it. Let it untie Caldwell 
Bradnagel’s knot. 


The End 


7/24/2014 
This is only fragments. 


There is a sensuously curved sort of loop-shaped contrivance made from 
beautifully polished laminated light colored wood. About five and a half feet 
wide. It has a swiveling joint that allows it to be bent at about a third of its 
width. The shape is exceptionally elegant. I am convinced that it is not pure 
art, but serves some function, perhaps as some sort of modern furniture, but I 
never find out. I encounter a similar object made of darker wood, not loop- 
like, more like a tree in shape, but clearly an artificial object made from 
laminated layers of polished wood. The branches are shaped like human 
bones. One has a skull midway along its length. This one I carry with me. | 
jump on a trampoline while holding it and it breaks apart in my hands. 


7/26/2014 


This doesn't happen often. I was awakened about an hour before I was 
supposed to get up by a noise outside and realized that it was a perfect setup 
for me to have an interesting dream. My best dreams tend to come late in 
sleep when I have been wakened by something so I actually said to myself 
that I ought to have an interesting dream now and I did. 


I had gone to visit a friend but he wasn't home yet. His wife invited me to 
stay and wait for him. There was a classic old pinball machine in the living 
room. Its table was beaten up and worn. I decided to load a new game from a 
CD-ROM I had which made it into a whole different pinball machine. My 
friend arrived and he had a large bag of donuts with him that we all had 
some of. I hung around for a while past when I should have gone home 
because something interesting came on the TV about how a civilization had 
been discovered on the Moon. For some reason, My friend and his wife 
could not have been less interested so I left. 


I had a number of items with me. A set of water colors, a ukulele, some 
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kitchen knives and a few other random items. For some reason I was now 
shirtless. I appeared to be in New York City and I had to get home. Actually, 
there was a bit of confusion as to where I was. It was also Boston and had 
features of a number of other cities not all of whom I have actually visited. I 
decided that my destination was Harvard Square. I asked someone where to 
find the bus stop and it was pointed out. I said "Thank you, sir." and then 
immediately realized the person who had directed me was in fact a woman. 
She was not mannish at all but quite feminine and I didn't understand how I 
could possibly have made the mistake. I apologized and she brushed it off 
saying, "It happens all the time." 


I got onto a bus which was open like the upper deck of a London double- 
decker only it had a single level. I got off at a stop where a number of people 
also did who were all dressed in red and black. They invited me to come 
with them. I was taken to a house where there was a ceremony, an award 
ceremony for something I knew nothing about. I and other guests were 
seated and then tied to our seats with soft bandages so we were completely 
immobilized. There was a performance by a nude woman who was able to 
shape her head into interesting and/or grotesque shapes in rapid succession. 
Everyone seemed quite impressed. The awards were given out although I 
was never clear on what they were for and then I was released from my chair 
and sent on my way. I had lost my possessions and the rest of my clothing as 
well so I was given a red and black costume like everyone else. I left the 
building through a beautiful garden that was mostly filled with large stones 
covered with a dizzying variety of mosses and lichens. The gardener, a 
woman in early middle age, politely informed me that I didn't belong there 
and I had to leave. I did, but was sure to compliment her on her wonderful 
garden. 


Again I was looking for a bus. I was now shirtless and shoeless again. I now 
seemed to be in some noisy third-world city filled with short bustling brown 
people all dressed in more or less identical white clothing. Might have been 
India or Indonesia or North Africa. probably a combination of all three. I 
was going to ask directions when I woke up. 


8/24/2014 


I'm living somewhere in the South. I occupy an apartment in a high-rise 
building, but it's the only one in town. Every other building is a one story 
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wood shanty. In my apartment there is a baby like a year old. It never cries 
or complains even though I am absurdly neglectful of it, never feeding never 
changing the diaper. That's why I don't know its sex. It lies on the couch. It 
crawls all over me while I sleep. 


10/27/2014 


I dreamed a comic strip last night. 


I don't remember a whole lot about it, just that I saw a few newspaper four 
panel strips. It was called "Lucky Turducken" It takes place in a super 
science type meat farm full of experimental genetically modified creatures. 
Lucky is an odd looking bird with a duck's bill, a rooster's comb and a 
turkey's wattle. He has a friend named Buford Beefalo. The strips are typical 
gag vehicles that involve various other animals in the facility. A lot of the 
gags don't pay off because the creature that Lucky or Buford might be 
conversing with is seized by a gloved human hand from off panel and taken 
off to slaughter before he can deliver the punch line. Lucky is lucky because 
it is never his turn for whatever reason. 


11/7/2014 


I lived in a large old house that was owned by Wally. It doesn’t seem to 
correspond to any real house in my waking life. 


I lived there with Rob Chalfen. For some reason Rob had allowed an 
associate of his to temporarily use the attic. 


While going through some of my things I discovered some model rockets 
that I had made many years ago. I said we should go launch them in the 
back yard. Scott was there and said it would cause trouble with the 
neighbors and we should do it indoors instead. We went to the attic where 
we discovered that the friend of Chalfen’s now had several other people with 
him in the attic which they had completely remodeled. They seemed like 
neighborhoody types and they just sat on a couch drinking beer and smoking 
weed. 


Scott was gone now. I told Chalfen he should go up there and see all the 
people in the attic, but he for some reason didn’t want to. I went back up 
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there and now there were more people than before. They were aggressive 
and territorial and tried to stare me down when I came up there. One of them 
was a black guy who looked like a wannabe street thug but actually wasn’t 
very tough. There was another guy who seemed to be a mad scientist who 
wore a huge exaggerated DA haircut. When I went up there they all 
badgered me to loan them a movie screen. I never learned for what purpose. 
The mad scientist finally talked me into it hinting that they might all leave 
the house once they had the screen. He showed me a piece of scientific 
graphing equipment that has a full color calibration loop in it. I was 
impressed although I cannot say why. I went looking for a movie screen. It 
seemed to me that I had seen one, one of the roll-up types that you would 
find in a school audio visual department, somewhere in the house. If I could 
find it we could be rid of these people. I couldn’t find one anywhere 
although I had several instances where I thought I had found it but it turned 
out to be something else like a heating pipe or a roll of tar paper. 


I went to see Wally who lived next door. I knew he owned a movie 
screen. When I arrived he was setting up for a *huge* dinner party. There 
were Catering and decorating people running about everywhere with 
members of his family. He was incredibly busy, but I begged to speak with 
him for just five minutes. He was exasperated by the request, but agreed. I 
started to explain the situation to him, which it turned out he was well aware 
of and he was pissed at Chalfen for having that guy in. 


The whole previous affair never resolved and suddenly I was back at 
home. It was the same house but Chalfen was gone and now I lived there 
with two women. They were both attractive women in their forties, not 
people I know in my waking life. One of them was making me coffee, but it 
didn’t look much like coffee. It had way too much cream in it and I usually 
don’t take any cream at all, but what she game me was almost white. She 
made herself and the other woman a cup also, but theirs was of a slightly 
different type. I tasted it and it was indeed coffee flavored but very rich and 
sweet. It was becoming clear on the bottom and the white stuff on the top 
cracked and hardened into pieces of hard candy floating in it. I just didn’t 
care for it and stopped drinking it and the woman was slightly offended. I 
woke up. 
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12/10/2014 


In my dream I was called before the international ring-a-leveo rules 
committee for "various abuses". 


12/27/2014 


I was at some sort of boarding school. I had a couple of roommates, all in 
their late teens including myself. There was a device on my desk obviously 
somehow computer related. It was about eight by eight by four inches tall. It 
had a slot for a zip disk, and SD card and a USB port. Below was a slot 
about 1/8 inch wide that went halfway through it. There was a single button 
on it. Neither I nor my roommates knew its function. Nothing visible 
happened when the button was pressed. A piece of paper came back 
mangled when inserted into the slot. Finally I tried using a piece of chip 
board and discovered that if a song was recorded on the zip disk or SD card. 
The device would print the lyrics on the piece of chipboard in blue ink. In 
spite of the fact that the gizmo was more or less useless, I was pretty chuffed 
for having figured it out. 


It was raining very hard outside. I was in the same place but I was now 
my own age. There were rabbits frolicking in the back yard in spite of the 
fact they were being soaked by the rain. They splashed around in deep 
puddles. The school was now a hotel people were checking in and out in a 
giant lobby. I sat at a cafe table with a pretty blonde girl. She was telling me 
a story about the Empire of the Insects. There was a yard sale being run by a 
famous woman, a celebrity. I don’t remember her identity, but she was 
beautiful with dark hair. Maybe she was Katie Holmes, but I’m not certain. 
She sold me a wooden box that contained folding knives and metal trinkets. 
She also sold me the device that had been on my desk. A man escorted me 
into the house and gave me a cup of coffee and engaged me in a boring 
conversation. I woke up. 
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Dream Journal 12/28/2014 


a 


I'm in the desert, Shifting sands, utterly bereft of life. 

I am wearing layers of cotton robes like an Arab, but not 

of an Arab style. There is a large beast vith me, I'm not 

sure what type. Sort of like am ox but the size of an elephant. 
There is a large pack ca his back. Be patiently plods through 
the sand bebind me. I do not know from whence we have come or 
where we are going. There is a lood crunching sound accompanied 
by beeping. It causes the beast to look up in curiosity 
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I am living on a research station floating high in the atmosphere of Jupiter. 
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I look out the window and see immense clouds that churn like a turbulent sea. The 
station is very homey and comfortable. It seems like a ski lodge. The place is manned 
by about 20 people but apparently most of the actual work is done by machines so we 
have a lot of time on our hands. 
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I have to take care of some cats who are back on Earth so I determine to take them 
to the station. I do it one by one. In the dream how I got back and forth to Earth was 
never shown. I went and I came back and it took some unspecified amount of time. In the 
dream I did it thrice returning with a different cat each time. 


By the door where I entered the 


station was a shelf with candies and an 
odd little pot of water like a ladle 
with a flat bottom so it sat upright 


from the pot. It was just 
a custom. 


Og 
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In the kitchen I sat with the captain 
of the station and a few other people 
discussing transfer orbits for spacecraft. 
It was apparently quite in depth, but I 
can’t remember much of it. 


I am floating in cool water in 
an artificial pool. 


1/10/15 


I'm at a supermarket checking our groceries. I have gotten food, but also a 
multimeter, a bag of marbles, some hand grenades and an assortment of 
miniature cameras. I pay with playing cards that I deal from a deck. Each 
card originates with a different deck. The cashier is impressed with the 
variety. 


1/15/2015 


This dream is from second sleep after I had awoken mistakenly believing it 
was morning. I had taken my morning meds and gotten half-dressed before I 
realized my mistake and went back to bed. 


I'm at my place of business, but I'm not sure what I do for a living. The 
building is ultra-cheap with thin walls and the floors bounce when I walk. 
The place is crowded with shelves full of metal figurines of people 
representing various occupations, doctor, brick layer, artist, professional 
bowler, etc. A package has arrived for me, but my boss has decided to keep 
it for herself. She is Julia Louis Dreyfus and she is wearing a very short 
dress that fits her like a layer of paint and a huge flamboyant flower in her 
hair. I get the package from her after a short argument and discover it is a 
designer yo-yo, too big to actually use with an intricately sculptured surface 
and toss it back to her in disgust. The landlord is inspecting the floor and 
accidentally breaks through it revealing a cat walking through a hallway on 
the floor below. 


I am rising through a cloud of bubbles as I wake up. It is strangely 
unpleasant. 
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1/21/2015 


I am a pariah. I don't know why, perhaps I have committed a horrible 
crime, perhaps it is something else I don't know. I am free in society to go 
about my business, but I have no friends or even friendly acquaintances. 
People who speak to me at all mostly do so with cold civility. Most avoid 
talking to me, avoid me, cross the street when they see me coming. A few 
openly confront and curse me or even spit at me. No one actually assaults 
me although plenty of them have the opinion that I should be dead. I find a 
lost diamond ring. No one will help me find the owner. 


I am at a party with much drinking and singing. 
I have a huge beer in a frosty mug that contains 
about a gallon. I'm the only person who has one 
like it. I won it in some sort of contest earlier 
in the evening. I apparently have not drunk much 
ef it as it is nearly brim full. 


In the other room a young 
woman is singing a song 

that somehow mirrors my 

plight. I finally have my 
pants on and find the singer. 
“Your song matches my pants". 
I tell her. She just looks 
at me strangely. 


The room the party is in is 
full of bindery equipment. At 
one point I have excused myself 
to change my trousers. There is 
something about the new ones 
that is strange. the legs are 
somehow spatially screwed up so 
the pants won't go on right. 


62 


2/4/2015 


I have had this one a few times, but I have never put it in the dream 
journal because it has no narrative to it. 
I do not currently have a cat the last one I had died several years ago and I 
didn't get another. 


I'm sleeping on my side and feel some business going on around the small 
of my back. I am being walked on and kneaded at a bit and then it settles 
down issuing a rhythmic rumble of purring. I reach around to scratch behind 
its ear as I am coming to full awareness. There is nothing there. 


Ghost Cat! 
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Dream Journal 2/7/2015 


There was a tune. I remember thinking it was halfway 
between the Alphabet Song and Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star. 
Upon waking I realize they are the exact same tune. It was 
sung in a clear alto voice. The words were a foreign language. 


gly ooo-40 Sit ATA, 


I was in a room writing in longhand in a 
composition book. The handwriting was much 
better than my real writing. I was writing a 
parody of a paper on music theory and I was 
sure that it was marvelously funny even though 
it was obscure in almost all of its references 
and ridiculously over intellectual. 
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I was thinking that it could be adapted into a great 
Adam Sandler movie. 


I decided to go see Einstein who lived out near the 
Arsenal Mall. Everybody knew this guy wasn’t the real 
Einstein. This guy was only about 60 years old. The real 
Einstein lives in Princeton New Jersey and is over 135 
years old, but everyone accepted this guy in Watertown as 
Einstein and dealt with him as if that is who he was. If 
Einstein read my paper and liked it, it would have a much 
better chance of being made into a big Hollywood movie. 


A friend of mine had, for various reasons, decided to 
thwart me and as I was bicycling to Einstein’s house he was 
on the road beside me driving a dining table. 


I beat him to Einstein’s house and was met 
by his room mate who was this big friendly surfer 
dude type named Gary. 


Hey, Many 


Tm Gary! 


Gary showed me into the living room ad said he would go 
find Albert. I took the manuscript out of my bike basket and 
saw that it was now just a post-it note with the words “Great 
idea for a movie!” scrawled on it 


I hand Einstein the post it note. He looks at 
it very hard and as he looks his wild mop of gray 
hair gets bigger and wilder and becomes a thicket 
that fills the room. My friend is now pounding on 
the door, but the sound is muffled because the room 
is filled with hair. 


My friend pulls up with his dining room table and parks 
it on the lawn. He just sits there looking at me. 
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She has really wonderful breasts. I know 
she is speaking about some very sober 

subject, but I am transfixed by her rack. 
The top of her clothing has disappeared. 


| 
I am alone standing in an empty room 


& SSS 
_.Then it is filled with people There is a BNE y 
woman there who is speaking to the group. w= 


I reach out and touch 
them, grasp her breasts 
and weigh them in my 
hands. She is looking 

/ at me with some 

| impatience.“Are you done?” 
sheinquires. 


Everyone in the room is 
laughing at me. 


I wake up, 


12/11/2015 


There is a popular comic strip that is somehow also the television show Big 
Bang Theory. There is a popular character on it/in it who is this comedy 
grandpa, all of whose gags revolve around him standing in line to use a 
public rest room. In the dream the show is quite different and has a lot of 
overt sexual humor and full frontal nudity. 


Someone in my office is dating someone in the cast and gets us all invited 
to an event they are throwing for the show at a mall downtown. This seems 
to be taking place in New York rather than Boston. Guys can get prizes by 
waiting in line with grandpa while members of the cast wander around 
putting on little skits. There is some other event for women revolving around 
a different character. 


Before the fun begins we have dinner with the cast who all seem like nice 
folks full of general fun and merriment except the guy who plays Grandpa 
who I come to suspect is some kind of prisoner and playing this part is his 
punishment. I recall that he is always in handcuffs and ankle chains 
whenever he has been at awards shows. 


It is weird that this is both a comic strip and a TV show at the same time. 
Not comic strip and a separate TV show about the same thing, but both in 
one somehow. I can't describe how that is, but it is the case. The comic strip 
part is somehow also Garfield but the cat is never there. 


Anyway I stand in line for the toilet while the cast capers about 
exchanging not terribly funny filthy jokes and numerous instances of Penny 
having her clothing ripped off leaving her totally nude in one comedy 
incident or another with Grandpa grumbling some grumpy quip or another in 
response to the action. 


I'm realizing that I'm actually going to have to use the toilet when it's my 
turn and hope it isn't just a papier mache prop. Thankfully it is a real urinal. 


I leave the event via a huge wide staircase to the street to catch the 


67 


subway home. The station is next to a bridge, but the bridge is in ruins and 
police tape is up all over the place. I realize I have forgotten my phone to 
call for a ride and then realize that I am naked and then realize I am 
dreaming and awaken. 


2/14/2015 


Last's night’s dream wasn't unusual, but I realize that part of it took place 
ina recurring location and it isn't one I believe I know from waking life. A 
place where three roads meet. Paved. 


I am on foot. There is a grassy island between them where they meet 
which is where I always start out. The area is grassy and has trees, but seems 
to be part of an urban area although I can see no buildings. It is always in 
evening, but well lit although I can't recall street lights. I am always facing a 
certain direction and planning to proceed that way. There is a gentle curve to 
the left so I can only see about fifty yards ahead. There has recently been 
heavy rain and there are a few large puddles on the roadway. One of them 
occupies the right side of the road I am planning to proceed down, another is 
on the forward right side of the grassy island. To go, I have to cross to the 
left side of the road and make my way forward along a narrow shoulder. It is 
narrow because there is a sharp slope densely covered with trees beside it. I 
cross and move on. 


This place has appeared several times. Sometimes I am alone, sometimes 
with companions. I don't think the road always leads to the same place every 
time. This is the first feature of a standardized "dreamscape" that I have ever 
been able to remember and describe in detail. I'm going to call it the 
Crossroad Location and in the future will make note whenever it shows up. 


DIS 2IS IS 2S >I 2S 2IS 2S IS 2S 21S IS 2S IS 21S OI 2S IS 2S IS 2S IS 2S 2S OI 2S OI 2S IS 2S IK 2S 2S 2S IS OI 2S IS 2S OI 2S IS 2S IS OI IS 2S 21S IS 2S IK IS IS 2s oI OK 2S OK 2S OK 2S 


3K OK aK 
This morning, my alarm went off and I hit snooze. 


I was making a salad. Tearing up some romaine, adding only the small inner 
rings of red onion, dicing up some pepperoncini and throwing in a handful 
of grape tomatoes, adding a sprinkle of Parmesan cheese.... 
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The alarm buzzed again and I got up. 


2/17/2015 


I am sitting across a table from a robot who is giving me a quiz. It is not 
very humanoid except that it has a friendly looking plastic male human face 
that is quite expressive. Its voice is like Mister Rogers. 


Whenever I get a question wrong it frowns disapprovingly. When I get one 
right it hands me a cookie. Its hand is a cross between a surgical forceps and 
a woodworking clamp. I really want to do well. I can't remember any of the 
actual questions or what the quiz was about. On the wall there is a map of 
the world with various colored pins stuck in it, a framed photo of the 
President and a schematic diagram of I don't know what. I'm trying to figure 
it out while happily munching a cookie. 
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I dreamed about Gigantic Pants Dude. He is a real person, not 
+\~someone who my subconscious imagination invented. 
Ty Around 20 years ago when I worked at Charrete there were two 
parts of the place, retail in the front. Art and drafting supplies, 
; and reprographics in the back. there wasn't a huge amount of mixing 
a between retail and reprographics. If we were going for drinks after 
*swork it wasn't with the retail people generally, they had their own 
break room, etc. we were effectively two separate stores. Once for 
a short time, Gigantic Pants Dude worked in art supplies. He was this 


a 


= 


p skinny dark-haired guy in his 20s and he wore these jeans that had 
4 really wide legs. At first I speculated that this was his first job 
7) since he had lost a huge amount of weight. A coworker pointed out 
that the waist seemed to be the right size for him, just that the 
pants were made purposely to look huge, just an oddball fashion thing. 
He was gone in like two weeks and I never talked to him. I was back 
‘jin reprographics shooting stats and he was up front running around 
in his huge pants restocking Cerulean blue. I never learned his name, 
was always just Gigantic Pants Dude. 


I met him in my dream last night. He was wearing 
» regular jeans and I said, 
"Hey! Aren't you Gigantic Pants Dude?" 


And he says "You gotta stop thinking of me as 
that! I wore those jeans for *three months* in 1994 
and you made it into my whole image in your 
» mind. It's like this *bump* in my psychic 
landscape!" 


a "I'm sorry, I would, but I never 
» learned your name." 


~] "Well that really sucks because 
all I am to you is Gigantic Pants Dude 
and that's all I can ever be because 
you don't know who I really am. I'd 
rather you forget about me 

_) altogether then." 


"I would, I mean you were nothing 
important to me. It would normally be 
no problem, but those pants really stick 
in my mind." 


"You're an asshole." He said, 
ip and I woke up. 
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2/25/2015 


I’m in Los Angeles. I don’t know how I know that it is Los Angeles, but I 
know that it is. I’m leaving a party on the third floor of an apartment house, 
but Chris Griffin from Family Guy is trying to convince me to stay. “A 
bunch of chicks are coming!” he says. But I have to leave to catch the bus. I 
don’t know where I’m going, but it is essential to get on the bus. 


I step into the front yard. There is no walkway to the street. I have to push 
between some shrubbery to get there. The bus stop is marked with a metal 
disc set into the sidewalk. It looks just like a manhole cover except that it 
says “Bus Stop” on it and has the route number on it. There is a tall black 
guy next to me. He is wearing an expensive looking tan-colored suit and 
highly polished shoes with pointy toes. He is wearing sunglasses and he has 
a big ‘70s style afro. I ask him how long has he been waiting and he says 
“Gotta run.” He turns and runs off down the road at incredible speed and 
vanishes over the horizon. 


The sun comes up. It was night now it is late morning. No time seems to 
have passed. I start walking down the road. Everything is the color of dry, 
red dirt. The color of dirt on Mars. 


I notice that there is a lot of debris. Trash. Broken pieces of cars and 
houses, but the perspective is weird it all seems miniature and I realize that 
my perspective has altered and that I am looking down on a table top model 
of the terrain I am in. The house I left is about a foot tall with the line of 
bushes in front. The disc that marks the bus stop is about the size of a dime. 
Way off to one side, the man is still running but he falls of the edge of the 
model and disappears. 


I am back in the landscape and walking up the road. There is still red dirt 
everywhere and debris, but the debris is all model scale. I have reached the 
Crossroad Location, but it’s a little different. It is daytime and there are no 
puddles. There are still trees, but no grass only the dirt and debris which is 
all the same color as the dirt. I take out a hand held device. It is a 
transparent cup a little bigger than a shot glass ever so slightly tapered 
toward the open end. The cup us made of some sort of heavy Plexiglas and 
has many scratches. The closed end is made of metal and there is a crank on 
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the bottom. I scoop up a handful of the dirt and debris which includes a 
small dirty window and an old fender and put them in the cup and then turn 
the crank. Somehow everything in the cup is reduced to a very fine powder. 
I hold up the cup to the light and see that the powder is level with a 
numbered calibration mark. 


I take the left hand fork in the road. 


I am in fine powdery snow and I am naked, but it isn’t overly cold. Like 
swimming in a cool stream. There are a couple of bear cubs playing in the 
snow nearby. I find that I am wondering about how they get ball bearings to 
be of a standard size. I know somehow that I already know the answer, but 
can’t think of it. The snow is gone. The bears are gone. 


There is a thunderstorm in the distance. I wake up. 


2/28/2015 


I am returning to my home town which is somewhere in Maine (my real 
hometown is not in Maine. I was born and raised in New York) 


I was going to visit the parents of an old school chum who had died in the 
last year, summoned by his parents to discuss "something important". 
Another old school mate, who in this dream is actually one of my current co- 
workers, has offered to put me up while we are in town and take me fishing 
on the lake. 

The town is built on two big hills and I am traveling by bicycle, but the hills 
don't seem like a big problem. I travel down one of them to get to the house 
of the guy I'm staying with. About halfway down the hill the road changes 
from blacktop to packed dirt and there are greater spaces between the 
houses. A small river about fifty feet wide runs along the left side for a good 
distance. 
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His house is right where the hill bottoms out. Also the river gets much 
wider and slower here for a little under a mile. This is the "lake" he was 
talking about. Really just a wide sluggish part of the river and his house is 
right on it. There is a small boat with an outboard motor at a dock behind the 
house. 


He meets me at the door and has me in and we are having a good time 
catching up. He asks "Shouldn't you call his parents?" referring to our dead 
friend. I tell him I'll get to it, but for some reason I really don't want to. 
Something feels ominous. 

We go fishing and have meals together. I know that a couple of days are 
passing and I still haven't called the parents. My friend isn't saying anything 
else about it, but gives me occasional meaningful looks, like "Aren't you 
forgetting something?" 


It is unresolved as I wake up. 
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Dream Journal 3/4/2015 
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I live in a two storey house with three doors. 
There is a porch anda small front yard with yellowed, 
untended grass surrounded by a waist high chainlink 
fence. the gate is always open. there is a concrete 
path to the porch. In the yard there is a lawn chair 
and an old charcoal grill. 


I have a bedroom on the second floor and I share 
my bed with a woman. She doesn’t correspond to anyone 
in my waking life. She is my age, in good health and 
companionable. She has long, slightly frizzy dark hair that is going gray. We are happy 
together. She wears a sandwich board that is an electronic display. It shows her 
thoughts as text and I also watch the news on it. When it isn’t displaying anything 
else it shows a glamour model’s nude body as if it were hers. 


It is the late days of summer and I h 
when classes begin. 


ave decided that I will return to high school 


Beside the sandwich board woman, 
two other women live in the house. One 
of them is in her early thirties and 
may be our daughter. 


oN, 


ee 
So 
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Bill Clinton keeps showing up. He always 
looks like he is dressed for a golf game. I 
think that he and I are close friends. He 
tells me things that a person would tell 
friends. I also think my wife, the sandwich 
board woman, is his ex. It was never clear 
where Hillary fits into all of this or if 


she even exists. Whenever he shows up he has 


a cold sixpack of Coors with him and dinks 
one with me on the porch before we go in. 


relationship. She is blonde, in her 
forties and seems annoyed by most 
things. She is baffled by my decision 
to go to public school pointing out 
that I am 58 years old and haven’t 
even attempted to register for classes. 
I assure her that if I just show up 
they will find a place for me. 


I go to the high school at two in the 
morning to get started. They are puzzled by 
me in a weird way as if I am some important 
historical person. I am given the impression 
that I do this a lot, just show up and try 
to register for classes. The send me away, 
but very politely, almost reverently and 
everyone wants to shake hands with me 
before I go. I wonder if there is something 
messed up with my brain and that maybe I 
was once someone very important but can’t 
remember. 
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3/5/2015 


This dream was definitely in black and white rather than color. 


I am trying to retrieve lost belongings. I am carrying a large pile of goods 
without any container and collecting others that are in my path as I go and 
with every step I seem to drop something. It seems a bit like a game in that 
every time I drop something I have to start over again. I go through it several 
times until I finally crossed the finish line with everything upon which it 
immediately vanished. 


This dream has inspired me to finally get around to writing my will. 
2018 update: I still don’t have a will. 


3/11/2015 


I'm in an apartment building that has a supermarket and restaurant on the 
ground floor. They are apparently plagued by tenants constantly stealing 
goods and services from them. In the housing part of the building apparently 
a sort of depression economy prevails and everyone there has a hundred 
little scams to get by. I get arrested for being caught cooking my dinner in 
one of their steam tables. 


3/16/2015 


I'm a youngster, I'm not sure what age. Maybe in junior high school. School 
takes place around the clock 24 hours but students go different shifts that 
vary from day to day. I am on a night shift. We punch a time clock and are 
penalized if we are not on the clock when we are supposed to be. 


IT am on a lunch break and am at a little store that may be in the school itself 
I'm not sure. I am buying comic books. I get two copies of the exact same 
comic. I go to also get a candy bar, but the store has stopped selling candy. I 
and the other kids are outraged. I predict that they will be selling candy 
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again soon after the word spreads and the students start to go somewhere 
else. 


I am tired and decide to nap for the rest of my lunch but I awaken late and 
am two hours late for being back on the clock. I panic. 


3/21/2015 
In my dream I found a push pin on the floor and I stuck it into the wall. 


Days later I needed a push pin and remembered the one I had found but it 
wasn't there and there was no pinhole. Then I remembered it had happened 
in a dream. 
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This wasn’t the day I had the dream, but the day I went looking for the push 
pin. 


3/22/2015 3:29 am 


Two men and a boy. I’m not sure which of the three I am. We work and 
live in a little shack by the side of a suburban road. We live like bums in 
squalor but we are scientists of some sort. We are hard at work trying to 
understand a peculiar object. There is a cardboard box it is shaped like a 
stove with a chimney coming out of the top. Inside of the top of the 
cardboard chimney packed in excelsior is the Italian teapot painted in orange 
and brown. It has a book with it written in Italian by the brother of its 
original owner. None of us actually read Italian, but each of us has an 
elaborate theory as to what the text says. One of the men claims he can 
translate it if he were to read it while massaging the breasts of a beautiful 
woman, but the others laugh at this notion. The teapot could be played on a 
turntable and what sounds like a guitar and oboe duet comes out. No one is 
sure if it is intentional or not. We all also have theories about what is inside 
of it but instinctively know that we may not remove the lid and actually 
look. There is something that may or may not have something to do with this 
that involves a twenty-four and a half foot ruler that the boy plays with in the 
street. One of the men has carefully mapped the outside of the teapot and the 
wall is covered with various drafts of the map with some areas circled in 
marker and small notations everywhere. We all believe that this work is of 
extreme importance. 
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3/27/2015 


I don't remember much of the dream except that I spent part of it watching 
an episode of "The Adventures of Floogie Booner" on TV. 


3/28/2015 


Rob Chalfen has convinced me to do stand-up comedy at his gallery. I 
really suck at it. 1 mumble. I laugh at my own jokes even though nobody else 
does because they are obscure and poorly timed. I insult the audience, tell 
them they are just too square to get it. 


I'm a tremendous hit and I am awarded a pair of sneakers made of sponges. 
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Dream Journal 4/11/2015 


I’m in an open field. It is a bright sunny day. I am completely nude except for j er 


sandals and a sword hanging from a belt at my waste. I am *not* built like a . ~ — S =a 


Greek hero, but look exactly as I normally appear. 


. 


In the distance there is a large, low sprawling 
building with a huge parking lot. There is a tree 
and I see a woman walking toward it. She, like me 
is completely nude. She is middle aged, thin and 
not extraordinary looking in any way. She has a 
rucksack with a couple of large book in it. I meet 
her at the tree and we converse, I can’t remember 
about what but it was a friendly conversation and 
we decide to go have lunch together at the large 
building. 

The sword whacks annoyingly at my leg as I 
walk. When I mentioned it she asked me why I had 
it. I said that should the occasion arise that I 
would need it, the need would probably be great 
and I would be very glad I had it. That seemed to 
satisfy her. : - li 
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The large building is a shopping mall and we go to the food court. 
There are a lot of people around. Many are nude like us, many are 
normally clothed. We do not draw undue attention. We get lunch at 
a Chinese food kiosk and sit to eat. 


Re. 


ee 

She pulls a steel box from her rucksack to show me. 
It is covered with frost on the outside. She opens the 
box and takes out an item that emits a lot of vapor like 
something that had been frozen in liquid Nitrogen and 
starts munching on it. She pushes the box toward me and 
asks if I want one. I look and see that they are frozen 
human souls. I take a bite of one and it gives me strange 
sensations. 


We are halfway through our meal when 

I become aware again. She has a book 

open on the table that is 

printed in Hebrew with illustrations 
yr rabbits} 


“As 
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4/24/2015 


This was about time travel, but not in a science fictiony kind of way. It 
was some sort of magic. 


I don't know why it was important, but I had to get a certain string of 
numbers from a woman I couldn't make actual contact with in the past. I had 
to send an agent to contact her for me on each trip to the same point in the 
past. In spite of the fact we were repeatedly visiting the same point in space 
and time, we never encountered ourselves. The agent would return to me 
with a piece of paper torn from an envelope with the numbers written on it. 
Several times we went back, I don't know why we had to repeat it. Each time 
my agent would return to me with the exact same torn piece of paper, but 
each time the string of digits was different. On a table before me were 
dozens of scraps of paper, the shape and torn edges identical, each with 
different numbers. 
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Dream Journal 5/8/2015 


It is 1976. I have answered an ad on 
Craig's list to collaborate on writing 
an opera. 


He says "It's about a spy, man. 
He's the American James Bond, 
but he's a rocker!" 


It turns out that I'm going to be 
working with Elvis Presley. 


He has this combination guitar/gun 
he is going to use in the show, but it's 
a real gun, not a prop and he is going 
to hurt someone or himself with it 
inevitably. 


r 
LS 


Elvis as absolute hell to work with. He is 
easily distracted. He is just plain out of it 
a lot of the time. 


Halfway through when the thing isn't working he decides that the guy should have 
super powers too and wants to hire Superman to teach him how to fly. He is obviously 
out of his mind and I hate him but I don't quit because he pays really well. 
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5/17/2015 


It was very long and detailed, but I can only bring back this part. I'm at the 
office. The printers work differently. They use two rolls of paper and seem 
to produce an image the way an old Polaroid camera does so that half the 
paper that comes out is a negative that gets thrown away. A female co- 
worker is there. Every time I look at her she is smaller than she was before. 
She gets down to about two feet. 


Dream Journal 5/20/2015 =e 


| pp E| > 


I was on a game show. I had to answer a single question to win 
a million dollars. It was "What is the exact number of hamburgers 
you have eaten in your life?" 


5/23/15 
Some fragments: 


#1 I was very poor. Perhaps I was somewhere in Asia, but I'm not 100% 
sure. I lived in a filthy hovel with others. It was our job to remove 
microchips from the heads of mice using a primitive tool that was basically 
an unbent paper clip stuck into a small block of wood. I would catch a 
mouse and insert the tool and the grain of sand sized chip would pop out. it 
didn't seem to hurt the mouse overly much. They would simply go their way 
when I was done. We kept the extracted chips in jars. 
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#2 I had a teenaged daughter who was animated. Like a Disney girl. 
Otherwise she was a perfectly normal girl. No one but me seemed to notice 
she was different from other girls. 


#3 I had been given a doctor's appointment in the middle of the work day, 
but the doctor was in another city. The building that the office was in was 
right next to a large high school. I went in and got on the elevator. The 
elevator was strange as it had more than one door. As well as the sliding 
ones on the front there was a regular door with a knob on the back and there 
was one on the side that was made of some sort of woven wicker. It would 
stop between floors and some people would enter or exit through these 
auxiliary doors. I got to the floor where the doctor's office was. The place 
was very poorly run. I went to use the bathroom and interrupted a woman 
changing. There were photographs of various skin conditions scattered about 
the receptionist's desk. One person had a set of blueprints for a baby. I was 
told they could not find my appointment and I would have to return another 
day. I was pissed. 


#4 I am visiting White Plains, the city where I grew up. This was part of 
something big and complicated but I only have little bits of it. I ran into Bill 
on Mamaroneck avenue. He was wearing a shiny ice-cream suit. He looked 
as he did when he was in his 20s. 

There was something with these plastic wind up toys of science fiction 
aliens that could do complicated tasks. 

I was trying to keep items arranged on my shelves. 

I was packing to go home and somehow my luggage was multiplying. I has a 
duffel, two backpacks and numerous suitcases. I was bewildered. 


Dream Journal 


# 
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9/31/2015 


I am younger, maybe in my late '20s. I am going over to this young 
woman's house to help her with something I don't remember what it is. She 
is attractive, but I have no sexual agenda with her although I wonder why 
not. She lives with her father and younger sister. I am there until late and she 
tells me I can sleep there for the night. I agree even though getting home on 
the bus will make me late for everything the next day. 


Her cats worship her and are competing with one another for her favor. 
One shows up at a window with a dead bird and lays it down for her to see. 
The other comes to a different window with a rat and places it before her. 
The other cat not to be out done goads a mother mouse and her litter up to 
her and then forces the mother mouse to kill her own babies. The woman 
finds this behavior cute while I am horrified. 


To get to the bathroom in the middle of the night I have to walk through a 
busy shopping mall which I do naked but wrapped in a sheet. I have to go a 
couple of times and both times I run into someone I know who wants to go 
for beers or coffee. 


In the morning I am heading home on the bus. I am at a lunch counter 
with the people I was riding the bus with trying to play an electric guitar that 
for some reason uses very tiny micro jacks and keeps giving me shocks. We 
are all back on the bus and singing a song in a foreign language I don't 
understand. 


6/12/2015 


I am visiting my home town. I go to a restaurant/deli where I used to get 
great matzoh ball soup on Sundays, but it isn't a deli anymore. You can still 
get sandwiches there but they also seem to be a bargain shop. They have 
schlockhouse goods of all sorts. Housewares, curtains, little porcelain 
figurines, knock off brands of mouthwash and deodorant, etc. Stuff you 
would see in a 99 cent store. I sit down and have a corned beef sandwich 
with Munster Cheese and sauerkraut and a Cel-Ray. I also pick out an 
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attractive carpet remnant that would go well in my hall and take it to the 
counter to pay. 


The woman at the counter says, "I need to see your club card." 
"Club card? I'm not a member of any club" 


"I'm sorry, you can't shop here if you aren't a club member." She pointed at a 
sign which I couldn't read, but she quoted it. "Ya see? 'CLUB MEMBERS 
ONLY'. 


"Oh. My mistake. When I was young this was my favorite deli and I just 
came in out of nostalgia. I'm sorry about the confusion. Never mind the rug, 
I'll just pay for the sandwich then." 


"You had a sandwich?!?" She looked annoyed. "You can't have a sandwich 
without a club card! I don't even know what to do about that. We can't take 
money." 


I noticed that there was in fact no cash register even though I thought I had 
seen one when I approached the counter. "What are we going to do then?" I 
asked. 


"IT guess your lunch is going to be on the house, but I'm going to need a 
favor." 
That seemed fair enough. "Ok." 


"Go out back and get me a chicken." 

I went out the back and saw that there was a chicken coop in the alley with 
various chickens milling around and packing at stuff on the ground. I picked 
up a hen and looked her in the eye. She screamed at me in the voice of my 
alarm clock. 
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Dream Journal 6/18/2015 
Act 1-The Blue Blanket 


I am in a motel room. I can tell by looking out the window that it is winter. A light snow is falling. I am 
naked wrapped in a warm, fluffy blue blanket. 

I am now outside of the motel which has a gas station attached to it. I am sitting on a bench, still naked 
and wrapped in the blanket. The blanket is quite warm and I am comfortable even though the snow is falling 
on me. 
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The town apparently has no zoning. Across the street from me is an auto parts store, a private house and a small 
shoe factory. I know they make shoes because there are some open crates of shoes sitting around. They are cartoon 
shoes like you would see Goofy wearing. I realize I have to meet my family. 


—— I am in the motel room x father-in-law about 


7 vy ~“S with my family. I have a | 65 years old. He is 
x \.\ wife. She is a slender = Bestting in a chai 
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NN SS about 40 years old. never gets up. 
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I have a daughter about 14. 
She has dark hair and huge 
blue anime eyes. 

I have a son about 8 years old. He is always looking away from me. 


I never see his face. 
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It is Christmas and I realize that we need a few things so I decide to go to 
Harvard Square. Daughter wants to come with me. Father-in-law asks me to get him 
some Honey Nugget Tobacco. 


Act 2- The Bird 


a lot, but I can’t shake him off. 
I grab its neck and start trying 
to tug him off. Daughter starts 
yelling “Don’t hurt him 
daddy!” The bird is growling 
like a large dog and I become 
alarmed and bang him against 
the handlebars of the bike. 
His big bill shatters like glass 
and he runs off. 


Daughter and I are riding 
bicycles. I notice that a bird 
is running along beside me. It 
is about the size of a seagull. 
It has a huge Toucan-like 
bill and grey and red plumage. 
It is squawking at me in a 
hostile tone. For some reason I 
stop to ask it what’s the 
matter. It jumps up and 
latches onto my arm with its 
bill and won't let go. It doesn’t 
hurt 2 


Wy 
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Act 3- Honey Nugget Tobacco 


We go into a convenience store which is bigger inside than it looks on the outside, more like a department 
store. It has Christmas decorations, but also summer fun type displays. 


Seas eC : 
a = 4 ek 2 
We go to the tobacco department. There are two guys at the counter. One of them is a skinny guy with unkempt 
long hair. The other is a short red headed guy with coke-bottle glasses. That one is wearing a white lab coat with 
a tag indicating he is a certified tobacconist. It doesn’t say that, it is a symbol of a checkmark over an Indian 
style “peace pipe” that is the well known symbol for certified tobacconist. 
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I ask the skinny guy for two pouches of Honey Nugget 
Tobacco. He gets them and puts them on a table behind the 
counter rather than the counter itself. The pouches are 
huge as if they contain a pound of tobacco each. I open 
my wallet and notice that one of my credit cards is missing. 
I turn out its entire contents on the counter which 
includes another credit card, some cash, postage stamps, 

a bunch of paper clips, a flash light, some parts of a cat, 
a miniature crow bar, a book of popular quotations and 
numerous other geegaws. 


Daughter is tugging at my sleeve 
“We gotta go daddy.” She says. 


“Ok, ok” I say. I use the other: 
credit card to pay. The guy 
swipes the card and give it back 
to me and I sign, but he doesn’ tJ 
give me the tobacco. “Can I 
have the tobacco?” I ask. 

“We gotta go daddy!” says 
daughter more urgently. 
She is older now, maybe 
17 years old. 


The guy behind the counter 
points at the guy in the labcoat. 
“He has to give it to you, but he’s 

on break.” 

‘That’s ridiculous. Just please 
give me the tobacco” 
i “We gotta go daddy!” Insists 
daughter. She is covered in sweat. 
Her cheeks are flushed. 
“Union rules.” Says the guy. 
Daughter is highly agitated. 
“We gotta go daddy!!! We gotta 
go!” 
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6/28/2015 


In my dream a guy sitting next to me at a bus stop said, "Ya know what's 
the matter with kids today is that not one of them could tell a Mupp from a 
Stoobie if it bit 'em on the ass!" 


Dream Journal 7/3/2015 


\en~ OOS 
A friend asked me a 
favor to place a 
contest entry for hin 
‘at a nearby gas 
‘station. I get ther 
and several people 
are there filling out 


It turned out that Gorgolis was a 
tall rat like creature that stood on 
his hind legs and was bright red. He 
had a huge curved tail which he held 
high behind him in the shape of a 
question mark. 

There was a saddle up on his 
shoulders that I had to climb a ladder 
forms: she entry a to get to. I was at the starting line 
formis a questionnairegy Y with several other mounted people. The 
with questions shout ’ ¥ gas station attendant fired a gun and we 
Sports: My friend has were off on a grass covered race course 
supplied me with. alist that took several wide curves. 


i eee Pret “ a The race had 
while to it out. barely started 
handed it to the gas hy 

' ak a when I was i) 
station atten awakened by i= 
ed a en se shako someone honking §., 
with a white plume at their horn 


| 
the crown. "Ah 7 "You have won an entry 


to the great race!" repeatedly in 


"It was an entry for the parking lot 


ha!" he said. A 
¥ pri aR 
| 5A my friend actually." behind my building. ) 


"Is your friend here?" 
"No he isn't" 

"Well the race is to be 
run right now. You have 
Gorgolis!" 

“oh. Well then I'll go 
watch." > 
"You are not watching, 
ou are *in* the race." 


in i 
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Dream Journal 8/5/2015 


Although she coulddo quite a lot with 
her feet,she could feed and groom 
herself, she enjoyed making me 
responsible for dressing andundressing 
her. 


An armless woman loved me. 
She was very, very beautiful 
but had not even remnant arms. 

She loved the way she looked 
and preferred clothing that 
accentuated her unique 
appearance. 


She had a pair of high heeled 
boots that came up to her thighs 
that had to be laced up. It took 
me a long time to get them on 
her and all laced up. It was 
weirdly erotic. 


8/6/2015 


Note: it was my first really good sleep in close to a month. Either back 
pain or high temperatures and humidity had been making it hard to sleep 
through the night. Last night I didn't rise or wake once. 


I dreamed I was with friends eating steak and baked potatoes. It was really 
wonderful, but for some reason we were all eating out of paper bags. In spite 


of that the sensory experience was very detailed as to all the taste and texture 
of the food. 


8/9/2015 


Two men were taking me to see Dr. Schnauzer. One of the men was Jay. 
The other might have been Bill. Dr. Schnauzer was not an actual schnauzer, 
but he wasn't a human being either. I actually couldn't resolve what he was, 
but definitely not a human. "Tell me what you know." He said. 


"Tell you what I know about what?" 

"Everything." 

"T don't think there is enough time. I know a lot of stuff." 
"A lot of junk. Just tell me what is important." 

I told him a dirty joke about an elephant. 

This one is completely separate from the one above. 


Just a little while ago I dozed off while reading on the back fire escape. 
There were voices in a foreign language. Sylables like "Mululu" and "Koot 
ga kock" I saw that I was being examined by bird people. They seemed wise, 
but indifferent to me as a living being. I was only an interesting specimen. 
One of them pointed at my fat gut with his wing/hand and made a mocking 
sound. I woke. The neighbors were making spirited commentary on 
something or other in Armenian. 


95 


8/20/2015 


IT really wish I could remember more of this one because it was a doozy! 


I was a boy in my late teens and I had a younger brother who was 14 or 15. 
There was a big holiday in Boston sort of a cross between Halloween and 
Mardi Gras with a little bit of rave party thrown in. All kinds of happy 
madness in the streets, people in costume, people selling all kinds of treats, 
girls popping out their titties, small fireworks, etc. 


My brother and I have come for this and are staying with our aunt who 
resembles actress Laurie Metcalf. There are numerous wild incidents that I 
simply cannot bring back, but the one I do remember is where little brother 
disappears and I am looking everywhere for him. I finally find him with a 
street tattooist who has a sign "Get Nazified for free!" He has tattooed an 
enormous swastika on little brother's chest that covers it and in the swastika 
are brightly colored comic panels in the style of Robert Williams paintings 
with absurd pornographic themes. “I don’t want to be around when Mom 
sees this!” I say. 


That's all I can bring back of this one. 
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Dream Journal 8/22/2015 


I am being worked on by two female doctors. They have removed my tongue to examine it. 
It is in a tray partially dissected. I'm not worried as I am aware that they will 
restore it and put it back in me when they are done. 


., a ig * Tre 


Le 


The doctors are having a 
discussion about a man that 
I suspect they are both 
romantically involved with. 
They are civil, but there 
is a strong emotional 
undercurrent. 


I am becoming concerned that they may make an error. 
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8/29/2015 


I was a regular visitor to a place where I could hire someone to take me to 
various museums and sites around the city. For some reason I had a kind of 
hotel room there. The room is filled with trinkets of various sorts. I have a 
room mate, a young black man, who lectures me about the Alamo. 


The people who take me places are young, maybe a bit older than college 
age, and friendly and enthusiastic. I am taken to a museum of exotic zoology 
by a pretty and vivacious young woman who knows everything about 
everything there. A serious young man takes me to a museum of industry. 
He is very literate in the history of technology. 


Now I am pasting up a layout for a poster that has a cartoon cave woman 
sort of like Wilma Flintstone, not her, but that style. It is an advertisement 
for malt liquor. 


9/5/2015 


I have a job in Allston. I'm not sure what I do, but it is in a big high-tech 
looking building. I have arrived early and I'm not feeling good about the day 
because I know I had a heated argument with my boss the previous day. She 
is one of my high school teachers, but not one I didn't get along with in the 
real world. 


I decide to go out and get breakfast and get in the elevator to go down toa 
food court where there is a donut shop. The doors of the elevator are of 
heavy steel and are thickly greased. 


The elevator door opens and I see my boss getting off. I just nod at her as 
we pass. 


The floor I end up on looks unfamiliar, not the place I thought I was 
heading. I am quickly approached by this guy who seems full false good 
humor who immediately puts his hand on my shoulder. He says "Hey good 
buddy! How can I help you out?" 


"T'm just looking for Dunkin' Donuts. I must have the wrong floor." I turn 
to get back in the elevator but he holds my arm. 
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"Wait a sec, buddy! I know someplace better than that. Just over there!" 
He points and there is indeed a little breakfast place across the big lobby 
with coffee and pastries. I dislodge myself from the guy who looks like he is 
expecting a tip and head over there. Thankfully he decides not to follow. 


The place has these amazing pastries and wonderful coffee. It takes me a 
while to decide exactly what I want. I need to just pick something and get 
back to the office if I don't want to be late, but everything looks so tempting. 
I finally decide to get an assortment to bring back to share with everyone. 


On the elevator I hit a wrong button and it moves sideways. I can feel the 
motion and it is going pretty fast. It stops and the doors open and I am at 
some sort of outdoor mall but there is also a train platform and a canal. It 
looks like it is somehow part of a college campus. There are high spirited 
young people everywhere. Some are water skiing on the canal. The water 
skiers are fully nude and beautiful. The boys have enormous cocks. 


I realize that I am going to be very late and should call the office, but I 
discover that my phone is missing and so is my watch. I wonder if they were 
stolen by the guy who pointed out the pastry shop. 


A train pulls up and the doors open with water pouring out as giant otters, 
each one about the size of a horse, emerge from it. 


I wake up. 


9/7/2015 


I am on vacation somewhere in the radicalized Islamic world, Maybe 
Iran. My traveling companion keeps changing identity. I actually may be 
traveling with a group but see only one of them at a time. 


Everyone seems quite pleasant and many speak English. In the hotels 
there always seem to be documentaries about how cats hunt mice on the 
local television. There is also talk of a nuclear test that is somehow related to 
the cat stuff. The broadcasts are not in English so I only have a vague idea. 
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We are drinking tea in an outdoor cafe and I notice a place across the 
street that looks like a real tourist trap, but one of the things they offer is 
kegeln, a form of nine pin bowling popular in German speaking countries 
(And let me make clear that is the whole of my knowledge about kegeln). For 
some reason this excites me and I say we must go do that. 


When we get in the place is full of all sorts of overpriced schlockhouse 
goods. Posters, costume jewelry, snow-globes. I see a poster of a woman ina 
burqa, but with her face exposed. There is text in the local language I can’t 
read but someone translates it for me. “When you see a woman in immodest 
western make-up, compliment her on how much she resembles American 
she-devil Sarah Palin!” My companion decides he wants to shop while I am 
excited by the sound of rolling balls and falling pins from the floor below, 
but he is pouring through a huge box of DVDs of '60s British TV shows. We 
never get to kegeln. 


We are on a bus heading back to the hotel when an emergency is declared. 
The bus stops and I and my companion who is now a male co-worker get off 
and we are wandering through a semi-arid landscape. We observe some 
people from the army doing an experiment with cats and mice in which they 
will put a large pile of grain in a space where there are many cats. Mice 
come to eat it first one by one and then in large numbers and the cats pounce 
on every one of them, but it in no way discourages them and they keep 
coming until the grain is gone. 


We know of the nuclear test, but not where it is so we are not sure which 
way to travel to avoid it. We are arguing about this when I wake up. 


9/15/2015 


I was being stalked by a former girlfriend so I decided to become a monk 
and join a monastery whose membership was entirely made up of Native 
Americans. The welcomed me in spite of the fact that I was not an Indian 
and was an atheist because I had some skill in bicycle mechanics and could 
hook up their printer. 


There was some other stuff about organizing a baseball team, but it is too 
muddled for me to sort out. 
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Dream Journal 9/24/2015 


It's laundry day and I have put my 
clothes into a machine and I realize I need 
change. I go over to the dollar changer and 
discover it has the red "out of service" 
light on. 


wait... ¢ > 
« ) empty Shit out 


ne omy ¢ s of luck 


machine where I 
find an old lady 
is tossing random 
objects into it on 
top of my clothes, 
only the objects 
are familiar to me. 
Pieces of my own 
artwork torn and 
broken, dirty 
; dishes, broken 
furniture€, big pie as of meat. I howl at her 
and drive her off and call after her with 
the most vile invective I can think of. 
Things like "You are worthless and should 
be dead! Go kill yourself!" She is laughing 
as she runs off. 

I try to salvage whatever I can of my 
damaged artwork, but it seems futile. I 
still need change so I go to another 
laundry a couple blocks away to use 
their change machine. 
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I arrive and discover that there is a line of people waiting to use the machine. 
The place is cluttered and filthy. I sigh and queue up and quickly feel a tap on my 
shoulder. I turn and discover that I have inadvertently jumped into the middle of 
the line rather than the end. I apologize and go to the back. There are like ten 
people ahead of me. 


There is some sort of gambling 
game going on in the place. 
It is complicated, - 


involving cards, dice 
~and little colored flags 
being moved about on a map of 

fe =ESStés«SMexicco that has aa caged rat in the 
middle of it. I briefly contemplate that I 
might be able to get quarters more quickly if I 

involve myself in the game, but I ultimately decide that 

I would lose because I have no idea how to play. 
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pe he: 5? Tee ny pa 


Finally I get my turn at the change w® 
machine. I put a ten dollar bill in the | 
slot only to see it get immediately : 
wadded up and stuck. I want to cry at the 
seeming injustice. I am just filled with | 
mute, seething anger. I take out my pocket 
knife and dig out the balled up bill and « 
pull out a fresh one, this time a single, 
to try again, but I see there is a blockag@. 
I open the front of the bill slot and see 4 
that there are a couple of burrito wrappers 
crammed in there as if someone had tried 
feed them in for change. I carefully clear’ 
them out while muttering about "slobs" andy 
"retards". Finally the slot is clear and 
feed in the one and get quarters. As I am, 
flattening out the ten to get the rest of > 
what I need, people in the line behind me ~ 
are calling for me to hurry the fuck up Bi 
because I have been there for ten minutes. 


I turn to yell at them impatiently only to 


see that they are all inflatable Bozo the Clown 
punching toys. 
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9/26/2015 


I am walking along a city street. It is very hot, maybe 120 degrees 
Fahrenheit. There are plants in pots along the side of buildings and there are 
some pots just with water. The water is boiling. I know it isn't hot enough 
for water to boil. I conclude that I must be at a very high altitude. 
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Dream Journal 1 


ot we ae ge 


_——,. 


I'm in my old apartment but it is sort of half ~ 
the place I work. I believe that I used to live 
there and there is a lot of my stuff around 


Ww J 
although some of it seems to have been x 


— 
vandalized. Collage constructions that I Jia 
know I made, but some have been eviscerated STH 
I don't see why someone would have done I am waking up in bed in my old apartment, 
this. but it isn't my old apartment in Cambridge. 


: It is a place in Boston, a second or third 
E) floor. I still have a key, but I don't 

a+ belong there, but I come there some nights 
en) if I have been out and miss the train or 
eiatt am just plain too drunk, at least that is 
the explanation I am giving myself. 


There is a guy in 
another bed across 
the room. No one has 
been home other times! 
I have returned here ‘/ 
to sleep and I had 4 - 
always thought that) ) © 
the place was 
infrequently 
used. There was’ | 
still a lot of 
my stuff around! 
like old jackets GM 
that I had not \% 
worn in years, | 
The guy was also WS 
waking up and had = 
seen me. "I (ey > ot a 
suppose you would like an explanation." 


“4 ee 


@ He just nods to me and gets up.” 
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They are young pretty pe F 
. 


While the guy is out of the room, I get 
upand find my clothes. At first I try to 
puton a jacket as a pair of pants, but I 
finally find the right stuff just as I hear 
people returning to the room. I dash into 
the bathroom and get dressed in there. 


i | uf 


I emerge to find one of the women waiting to 
use the bathroom. All she is wearing is a 
towel wrapped around her waist. She is 
unconcerned that her breasts are exposed to 


a stranger. 


. y 
FP GP 


Bays: 


I let her go in. 


Ses} 17:3) 


one seems particularly upset 
hat I am there and they seem to 
be aware that I use the place. 
Z am offered breakfast which is 
m grilled cheese sandwiches with 
pancake syrup. I don't comment 
}even though it seems quite 
beccentric. 


They look like vacuum tubes except 
that they are filled with water (I 
assume it is water) and a curly mass 
of what looks a bit like silver wire. 
I understand that the vials are 
intended to be broken open and the 
contents consumed in some way. It is 
some sort of fad health food thing 
maybe. Each vial has something written 
on it in white grease pencil 
usually one “ow word and 


they are 
hard to read 
CG aN 
, 


<7! 


One 
says "salt” 
another "bearing" 

another "dark" 
etc. Theredoesn't seem 
tobe any clue as totheir 
4 actual purpose,but tothis 
. , ° - J guy theyare very significant. 


~G u : He wants to sell me some of them and 
. hie : quotes me what seems to be a high 
~ © price. I decline and he looks at me 
One of the guys, he is a blonde, takesme down to like I am just some poor lost soul 


the basement and shows me a bunch of sealed glass who doesn't get it. 
vials. 
~ 
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Later I am upstairs talking to the two 
Women. The one from before is now fully 
dressed and the other is in her 
derwear. They have found my portfolio 
book which is here for some reason 
and are paging through it 


Did you do this?" One of them asks". 
"Yes I did. Do you like it?" 


"Could you do something like 
this for me?" 
"Probably. Here is my card." 
' I give her my card. 
"Take a few. " she says. She 


holds out an open paper bag. 
There are some of the vials in 


I take one out f 


and try to read 
the word on it. 


I am struggling 
to make it out 
as I wake up. 
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10/4/2015 


I wish I remembered more of this one. It was notable because it repeated 
four times. It begins with me and an old friend sharing a difficult commute 
that involves switching multiple trains and buses. We have trouble finding 
the bus stop for one connection and ring a doorbell to ask directions. The 
family that comes to the door turns out to be quite nice and we get wrapped 
up in conversation with them for quite some time. This was very detailed 
and I can't remember the great bulk of it, but we end up missing the bus. 
Hijinks and misadventures ensue and we end up stealing a parade float and 
then we are back at the beginning. 


10/9/2015 


This was a lucid dream in that I was aware that I was dreaming, but I had 
little control over what occurred. I was not in the dream, but observing 
omnisciently. 


A Norse shield maiden stood in an open glade with five horses. She had 
long braids and a tight fitting leather helmet. A sword hung at her belt. The 
scene was made entirely in collage from what looked like it might be old 
industrial parts catalogs and somehow animated, not that there was much 
action. The woman was very alert, but relaxed. She looked around her and 
shifted her weight on her feet. The horses would occasionally switch their 
tails or shake their heads restlessly. As they moved the pictorial elements of 
the collage would change, but the work was impressive and the woman's 
face held its individuality and recognizability. There were flying insects that 
looked to be collaged from copperplate etchings of faucet parts. Everything, 
the grass, the leaves on the trees, the clouds overhead were collaged from 
other things. I spent a long time viewing this scene. 
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10/10/2015 


I don’t remember too much of this one. It had many episodes. This is the 
one I remember best. 


I was looking to play a joke on a friend and I was referred to a company 
run by Eastern European people who were joke specialists. I described my 
friend to the man at the desk and I was told, “It is Katia you are needing!” 
and he called for her and a young woman with short brown hair appeared. 
She was quite average looking, but had a merry smile. The man said 
something too her in a Slavic language I couldn’t understand. She laughed 
and exited only to return seconds later now completely nude. She had an 
average body, neither over nor underweight. She was not particularly fit. 


She wore a belt that had a wooden bucket suspended from it. On the inside 
upper rim was a device like a cup-shaped pliers bolted securely in place. She 
held up a golf ball for me to see and with a broad smile inserted it into the 
pliers device and crushed it destroying it completely. She and the 
counterman both laughed uproariously and she repeated the performance 
several times. 


I was puzzled as to how this was a joke in any sense, but they convinced 
me that this would fill the bill perfectly. The counterman reminded that they 
were practical joke experts. 


Katia has insisted that we will need cupcakes to complete the joke so Iam 
in a convenience store accompanied by a nude woman with a bucket of golf 


balls looking for cupcakes. “They must be lemon flavored!” she says. 


That’s all I can remember. There is no payoff. 
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Dream Journal 10/19/2015 i 


I was working on some sort of bound book 
project for a local restaurant. For some 
reason it had to have every page laminates 

and it had to be attached to this goofy 
painted wood dingbat with three legs. It 
was decorated in several bright colors of 
enamel paint. It took a lot of work to put © | 
this silly thing together, but I finally e 
got it done. 


Rob Chalfen helped me deliver it because he owned a huge car. 
I mean it was a normal car, but twice the size. He used a booster 
seat and huge blocks on the pedals to drive it. 


We got to the restaurant and the guy didn't have the cash to pay 
but he said we could come in and eat and drink to our heart's content. 
We sit down and the place is crowded and debate if we should do it 
another time, but we are both ravenous and decide that if we don't 
eat right away we might die. They bring us sandwiches that are a pork 
chop on a bun with mustard and large tankards of ale. We quickly do 
away with these and order whiskey and we keep ordering whiskey. 


We are soon laughing drunk and annoying the other diners and the 
guy I made the weird book for is giving us the stink 
eye, but there is nothing he can do about us, a 


deal's a deal after all. 


in 


A waitress comes around and 
asks if we want anything else 
and I want a piece of their 
famous Rosetta Stone Cake which 
is known the world over according 
to a sign on the wall. The Rosetta 
Stone Cake is strange because it 
is a sweet frosted cake of many 
layers some of which include 
vegetables and meat. 


The waitress 
explains that they 
can't give away 
Rosetta Stone Cake for 
free because paying for 
it is part of the ceremony/ 
"of the cake, but the guy 
who I did the job for 
says I can get the cake 
as long as I listen to 
them tell the secret story 
- of the Rosetta Stone Cake. 
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in no mood to hear a story and I decide it is time for us to 


As we are AORENS Rob says, 


I kind of 
wanted to How good 
hear the could it have 


story about si cana 
the. cake: It's a story 
é about a cake. 


In the parking lot there are kids racing around 
on strange contraptions made from shopping carts. 
I can't see how they are 
powered until one of them 
turns around near me and I 
see that there is a little 
kid pushing it while the 


itn era == a 
seeeamnars seme me Nal HL A UI Ml 
eres Vera Ser | i ai 


EC 


Til Ua h aa rat ti 


'wPhat's the eoey of 
Civilization right 
there." says Rob. & 


t 
= 


11/3/2015 


There is this sort of computer game that many people play in which they 
build a virtual asteroid and populate it with virtual people. It has become a 
bit of a cult. The people who play it are very into it. 


There is a disease that doesn’t exist. People think it does and they believe it 
is deadly and that one dies horribly from it, but a person can be euthanized 
and have their mind brought permanently into the game if they wish. The 
makers of the game have established a colony where people can go where 
they can make their final arrangements and then pass into the game. 


In the “real word” of this dream I pass briefly through New York City 
where there is a colony of half people who don’t have any body from the 
upper chest down and get around on little powered skateboard-like devices. 


I come to believe that I have this disease and resolve to go to the colony. 
The thing is that once I am there I will no longer be able to change my mind. 
The place is lovely but the walls of the main room are covered in spikes that 
have skulls on them. These are the skulls of people who have tried to reverse 
their decision. A person who makes the transition has their physical body 
completely evaporate. 


People who have made the transition into the virtual world can still 
communicate with the world of the living, but generally their interest in 
doing so fades over time. 


So I go to the colony. I am allowed to bring a friend to help me make 
arrangements. I am given a console with a huge monitor. I start sending 
emails to people, my friends, my father and the people I work for. They all 
write back alarmed. “Don’t you know that this is a hoax? Why are you 
doing this? You are perfectly fine!” 


I start to wonder if they are right, but I also start making my asteroid. It is 
a wonderful place full of happy citizens and sunny fields. There is a great 
stadium where all the people meet for whatever they need to meet for. It has 
great tall buildings and also quaint country houses. 
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There are others in the colony and all is not peaceful. Fights tend to break 
out between believers and the doubtful. 


I keep seeing a little girl who I realize was a famous child actress, but I 
know she is a grown woman now. I turn to my friend and ask ““When was 
this made? She is all grown up now doing adult roles, but she is just a kid in 
this.” 


I am starting to wonder if I have made a good decision, if they can really 
give me a new life in this created world of if they are just going to kill me 
and make a simulation of me to be on the virtual asteroid for others to see. I 
look around me at the skulls on the walls and I realize that either way the die 
is cast, my life is over. 


I decide that I will behave as though the virtual afterlife really exists even 
though I have come to have serious doubts. I discuss them with no one 


11/5/2015 


I'm in a book department in a large department store. It is sort of like the 
one my mother worked in in the '60s at MACY's in White Plains. There is a 
woman working there who I find very attractive. Jet black hair, blue eyes, 
excellent curvy figure. I attempt to flirt with her, but all she is with me is 
polite and slightly impatient. I am buying a lot of books to keep her 
attention. I finally purchase a huge hardback comic book. It is really quite 
large, like three by four feet or something. It's not even something I like. 
Archie or some shit. Maybe Baby Huey. Crap in any case, but it makes me 
look like a big spender. The effect is nil and she still looks right through me. 
I go away dejected with my giant comic book. 

I'm at a coffee shop and I am trying to find a place to put the giant book 
while I have a donut and some coffee. If I turn it sideways it will just barely 
fit under the counter in front of my legs. I realize that there is a guy sitting 
next to me who also has a gigantic comic book stuck under the counter. We 
look at each other's book and then at each other before we both look away in 
total embarrassment knowing that we both have the same story. 
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11/14/2015 


I am working in some sort of sweatshop that is part of a high school. We 
are making a "memories book" for all of the students that goes back to the 
1800s. It is a pretty big operation. 


It is all over seen by Angelina Jolie and she is *very* enthusiastic. Some 
might think she was quite mad in fact. Really anyone would think she was 
quite mad. In this she is very tall, half a head taller than me. She wears a 
loose fitting white gown that covers her from neck to the floor and a bright 
orange mortarboard with the words "we can do it" printed on the front. She 
has also made all of us wear one. Her eyes have disturbing white nictating 
membranes that get stuck sometimes. Everyone was terrified of her. 


My job is laying out pages made from old yearbooks and newspapers and 
putting them together in a hot press laminator. I can make my own 
judgements about to use. Sometimes I have to consult Angelina, but I don't 
like to because she suggests "tweaks" that are often completely impossible 
like "This picture would be better in 3-D", "If only this page could be banana 
flavored" or That's a nice picture of Eleanore Roosevelt, but if you could 
find one of her in a bikini it would be more eye-catching", etc. 


She filled the shop with bowls of candy for everyone and there were cats 
all over the place that she had trained to walk around on their hind legs and 
beg for treats. 


Whenever a page had a font inconsistent with the style of the book, I had 
to take it across the shop where a co-worker(who happened to be a guy who 
I went to summer camp with) would run it through a machine that would 
alter the font on the actual page. 


I have 11 more pages to do, but it is ttme to go home. Angelina wants me 
to stay and finish them tonight. We are well on schedule for the book and I 
don't see why I should put in overtime, but she insists that she will not get 
any sleep knowing those pages are unfinished. She promises that she will 
personally bake me a cake if I stay and finish. Everyone else has gone. I 
know this because of the pile of orange mortarboards on the table by the 
door. 


I wake up. 
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12/3/2015 


I was with friends. We had a lot of stuff with us. This was in Cambridge, 
but it looked like Cambridge in the ‘70s. Everything is very colorful. Lots of 
punks and hippies around. We are in Harvard Square and we have to go to 
Central Square to do some kind of a deal. I’m foggy as to what the exact 
nature of the deal was, but it was at the apartment of a couple who lived at 
28 Essex Street. 


There was sort of a Latin flavored street fair going on in Central Square 
with lots of dancing and loud music. Men and women in brightly colored 
festive clothing. 


We worked our way through the crowd and found the apartment to take 
care of our business. I wish to hell I could remember what it was we were 
doing there. We left and went back home which was on Franklin street. 


I suddenly realized that I had forgotten my backpack in the couple’s 
apartment and rushed out the door to go and retrieve it. The street fair has 
expanded way down Massachusetts avenue and I am having to push through 
a dense crowd. I somehow get a ride with this family, a man, his wife and 
their daughter. The couple are in their forties, the daughter is 15 or 16. She 
has dark hair worn in a bob and horn rimmed glasses. The mother has long 
red hair. They are all crowded into the front seat and put me in the back. 


I suddenly realize that I am being kidnapped. The man at the wheel has 
horn rimmed glasses like the daughter. He is gleeful that he has me in his 
power. The wife faces front and is silent, I never see her face. The daughter 
turns and says to me, “He is such an asshole. He wants to sell your ass to the 
highest bidder!” 


I freak out and grab the girl’s arm. I tell the man I’Il break her arm if he 
doesn’t let me out of the car. He laughs manically and says “Go ahead! See 
if I give a shit!” 


I start bending her arm and she cries out in pain. She says, “It won’t work! 
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He doesn’t care about anybody!” I don’t know if I can go through with 


really breaking the girl’s arm. 


I wake up. 


12/15/2015 


I'm on a couch in a coffee shop with Hillary Clinton. We are engaged in 
friendly conversation, not talking about politics. I notice that against the wall 
is a box with a slot and a pad of paper that is marked "Hillary Clinton 
Suggestion Box". I point and ask her if she gets anything useful from that. 


"In terms of public service, not much. It's mostly about sex. Vivid 
descriptions of what they would like to do to me." She smiles suggestively. 
"Some of it is very, *very* dirty." 
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I raise my eyebrow inquisitively. "So you're a dirty girl then?" 


"I'm a very dirty girl!" She lets out a short bark of laughter. 


I wake up. 


(2722/2015 


I don't have a lot of this one. It was very involved. I was a black guy. I 
might have been an animated cartoon. I worked someplace where there was 
a long line of drill presses. There were at least three dozen of them. The 
place was empty except for me when I was there and I myself wasn't doing 
any work. There was an announcement over a public address system that 
basically said to watch out for me and that I was suspected of a crime. 


I left the workroom and was walking through corridors of some big 
institution. It felt like a cross between an office and a prison. I was alone. I 
was certain that I had not done what I was accused of although what in fact 
the accusation was I cannot remember. There were flyers about me 
occasionally on the walls held on with bits of tape each of them making me 
out to be the worst human being possible. 


That's all I remember. 


12/26/2015 


I have an unexplained room mate, male in his thirties. He's a big fellow 
and seems kind of angry, but not with me in particular, just one of these mad 
at the world types. We don't have much in common, but we watch a lot of 
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TV together. The apartment has gotten larger like the original floor plan is 
now contained in a larger space, like it was set up in a warehouse or 
something so now the windows look out into a larger interior space. 


The larger space becomes furnished over time. The room mate has a 
girlfriend who also lives there. She is a redhead and she cries a lot, kind of a 
drama queen. She has a lot of pointless fights with the guy followed by loud 
make up sex. She cooks weird food, like in the pan will be a simmering mass 
of stew or soup or something but there will also be these chunks of 
vegetables that will act as platforms to raise another vegetable or a piece of 
meat above the rest of it. At one point she has made a pea soup that has 
complete full sized limes in it. She is not the most competent in the kitchen. 
I come in to find her covered in some spice or another or flour and there are 
band aids on her fingers from the many times she has cut herself. I ask her 
about the limes in the soup. She says "Well, I'll tell you...." 


Suddenly I am outside of the building walking toward where I know the 
elevator is. I am surprised and slightly frightened to see a huge vulture 
standing there waiting for the elevator. I realize it is actually a man ina 
vulture costume. 


I wake up. 


12/27/2015 


I'm in Paris attempting to convince Andy Kaufman to return to the United 
States to do a Christmas special. Amy Schumer has tagged along to "help". 
She is witty and nice enough and it seems like there is a decent chance I 
might have sex with her, but I don't get the impression that she really has 
much appreciation of or even really understands Kaufman's work. I tell her 
that it isn't a cardinal sin, not a lot of people do. 


We meet with Andy in a sidewalk cafe. He has shown up dressed as a 
1910s Apache and has a little mustache. He is skeptical of the idea that 
America would want him back to do this. He looks at Amy. "Who is this? 
Do you want me to fight her?" I laugh and say no. Amy just looks perplexed. 
It becomes apparent that in her mind she had somehow confused him with 
Jerry Lewis. 
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I finally convince him and he accepts a plane ticket which I stuff into the 
collar of his shirt. Amy has gone shopping and has returned with a new 
winter coat that still has tags hanging off of it. 


12/30/2015 


There is a young woman who keeps on stopping to speak with me in 
various places during my day, but she can never get out what she wants to 
say, hemming and hawing, changing the subject and eventually excusing 
herself and dashing off. At one point she has given me a book of 
photographs and diagrams. When I look at the pages, different parts of them 
light up to indicate different events or points of interest. One page describes 
the timeline of a mass shooting at Arsenal Mall in which several people have 
been killed. Different parts of a map of Watertown are illuminated to show 
what route the shooter took to reach the mall and incidents along the way 
leading up to the shooting in which he also died. 


I woke up feeling creepy and sad. 


1/2/2016 


I am visiting a female friend in Miami. Miami seems to be a city of large 
wooden buildings and crowds. The natives are friendly, sun-tanned people 
who wear little clothing, sometimes none. 


She makes us lunch in her apartment which is in a huge high building 
overlooking the sea and says we should go eat it on the ledge for the view. 
The ledge is no wider than 18 inches and has no guard rail. We are hundreds 
of feet above the waves crashing on a rocky shore below. I am terrified, but I 
can see for quite a way along the ledge and the various ledges above and 
below us that many people are doing likewise. My friend sees that I am 
afraid and asks if I would rather eat inside. I decide to stick it out. 


Later we are walking along a street. A tiny woman attaches herself to us. 
She is very short appearing to have almost no torso save for a couple of 
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oddly shaped lemon sized breasts. Her legs and arms are only a couple of 
inches long. She chatters annoyingly about obvious and mundane things 
until we finally are able to ditch her somewhere. 


Again I am taken to some massive wooden building filled with nearly 
naked people sitting on ledges, this time hundreds of feet above a rock-filled 
ravine. I freak out and have to get off of there immediately. I am moving as 
quickly as I can toward a stairway at the end of the ledge almost knocking 
other people off their perches as I go incurring complaints the whole time. I 
finally get down next to an old lady in a blue one piece swimsuit. She says 
"Nobody likes those ledges." 


1/3/2016 


I work and live in a big restaurant. My boss who usually gets things started 
in the kitchen has gone out of town so it is my job today.. I have overslept 
and the phone rings. It is an old Bell model in blue plastic and it rings loudly 
right next to my bed. It's my boss telling me to get up and get too work. He's 
out of town. How does he know I have overslept? 


The kitchen is huge with four big grills. I have to wheel out several carts of 
eggs, bacon and bread and start pre-cooking bacon on all of the grills. Filling 
the place with the smell of bacon. I also have other chores like cutting up 
tomatoes, bringing out pancake batter and hash browns from the walk-ins, 
etc. Jus.t as I am starting to feel overwhelmed, there is a whole kitchen staff 
there including a cook (me as a young man when I actually had the job of a 
cook) 


I decided to make myself breakfast, gas house eggs, but my younger self 
kept getting in my way and I would mess them up so I ended up going 
without breakfast. 


I had to go to New Zealand. I was in a huge airport that had high arching 
sky walkways in it. I had to go across one of them to get to my flight. Along 
the walk way I was stalked by robbers, but they didn’t get to me. My flight 
wasn’t an airplane but something else. I’m not sure what. Almost like a large 
flat platform on which people stood or sat next to their respective luggage. 
The world below was like a map. 
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I was there now, but I didn’t know what I was doing there. The landscapes 
were gorgeous, mountains covered in trees and topped with fluffy clouds 
and there were dinosaurs wandering around. I was met by a friend who took 
me out for breakfast. 


1/6/2016 


I was watching a television documentary about newly discovered creatures 
in the Antarctic. They included a beaver that was more fully aquatic. It was 
more like a seal, but its tail was its chief source of propulsion so it swam 
more like a whale. 


There was a burrowing species of penguin. It was all gray with a short bill 
and tiny mole-like eyes. It was colonial and lived in huge warrens beneath 
the ice. They communicated with one another by speaking Spanish. 


1/8/2016 


I'm at a party at Chalfen's. There are a lot of people, but it is fairly quiet 
gathering. It is an apartment I have never seen. Ground floor somewhere in 
the west suburbs, Newton or Wayland maybe. There is music playing. 
People are coming and going, making beer runs, etc. 


Rob reminds me that I said it is a work night and that it is past midnight 
and I should get some sleep. He says I can go sleep in the castle he has next 
door. It never even occurs to me that it is odd that he is throwing a party in a 
small apartment when he has a castle. A number of other people are also 
staying over. I originally decide on a big bedroom in the basement, but 
somehow end up taking a room up in the tower which is more of an office 
than a bedroom because it has a machine to sort my change which is 
something I need to do. Little things keep happening to delay me getting to 
bed and the sun starts to come up. 


1/9/2016 


It starts off vaguely. I have a job where I work in front of a computer, but 
I'm never allowed to leave. I sleep in my office chair. Usually meals are 
brought to me. 
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I finally get up from my chair and am standing in line at a cafeteria. The 
boss is going around and offering chocolates to everyone I take one. To 
some people he is giving little plastic wrapped meat pies, but I don't get one. 
There is a teenage boy beside me who slips one of the pies into my vest 
pocket. He looks at me worshipfuly. "I wish I could have known you when 
you were around." He says. 


"I am around. I'm right here." 
"When you were alive I mean." 


I wake up. 


1/11/2016 


It was weird. An intricate game based on the TV show Firefly was placed 
before me. Sort of a board game, but with many three dimensional elements. 
In fact it may have been made in a higher dimension as it dramatically 
changed appearance when I viewed it from different angles. It mostly 
consisted of ornate spires each of which supported various items from the 
show. At the center on the highest spire was Serenity, on one nearby was 
Jayne’s hat on another was one of Wash’s plastic dinosaurs, another 
Shepherd Book’s Bible and so on there were about a dozen of them visible 
at any given time and shifting my angle of view revealed different ones. 
Beneath the spires wound a path of marked spaces. There were cards that 
represented locations and also cards that represented problems such as the 
appearance of Alliance ships or Reavers. The rules were somehow being 
explained to me in detail, but I awoke before I got to play. 


1/31/2016 


I dreamed about a talk show called "Worse than Hitler" that booked guests 
with odious reputations like Leona Helmsley, Bernie Madoff, Dick Cheney, 
etc. It was hosted by an excitable guy with a New York accent. It was a huge 
hit. 


2/1/2016 

My Brother Kim just showed up at my office when I was just settling into 
a morning of goofing off. My desk is a worse mess than usual and it is clear 
that anything but work has been taking place there. He never informed me 
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that he was going to be in town and I ask him why he is here, but his 
answers are vague or interrupted by questions from random co workers. I 
realize that this is absurd and must be a dream and shake my head and he is 
gone, but he just shows up again and the whole business continues until my 
alarm goes off. 


2/3/2016 


I am in a tiny primitive spacecraft barely worthy of the name like a Vostok 
or a Mercury capsule. The space I occupy is impossibly small and tight like 
a coffin. there is a single control like a joy stick that controls the attitude of 
capsule and a red button that will fire the main engine if I press it. I know it 
will fire for eight seconds if I press it and only once. If I fire at the wrong 
time it will be worse than useless. 


There is a single round window about the six inches in diameter. Through 
it I can see that I am much farther above the Earth than I expect to be. The 
planet looks to be about the size of a basketball so I estimate I must be 
halfway to the Moon. I know I could rotate the capsule to see if I could spot 
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the Moon for a better estimate, but I am afraid to touch anything. It is mostly 
the night side of Earth, dark with the lights of cities with only about a fifth of 
it in daylight. That portion is simply blue ocean and white clouds. No 
identifiable land. I can tell that I am weightless because my arms are above 
my armrests by a few inches at rest, but save for my arms I am tightly 
strapped into my seat so I do not float freely, not that it would make much 
difference as the walls of the cabin are just inches away. The wall of the 
cabin is uninteresting, the tiny control panel with button and joystick, a 
couple of meters that don't tell me anything useful. A cable runs up the wall 
secured with clips. The rest is just bare riveted steel painted a deep olive 
green. There is a radio voice quacking through static in my helmet, but I 
cannot understand it. It is either in a foreign language or simply too distorted 
to understand at first but it becomes a scratchy old record of Caruso singing 
an aria. 


2/17/2016 


I am in a room sitting at a table playing a game of jep-jep with an alien 
being. He isn't from outer space, but from another "realm" to hear him tell it. 
He is humanoid with covered in light green fur and has pointed ears. His 
eyes are like a goat's. His fingers have no nails and taper to highly mobile 
tips. He wears no clothing. the only light is a lamp above the table that only 
lights a circle around us. I cannot see the walls. Early on I am confident with 
the game even though it is complex. It is played on a wooden board that is 
tessellated with equilateral triangles. There is also a set of tetrahedral dice 
and a stack of cards. We roll the dice and move square markers from space 
to space on the board. As time goes on, my comprehension of the game 
diminishes. I am making stupid moves and playing wrong cards. My 
opponent rolls his eyes and then smirks. He had obviously hoped for more of 
a challenge. I realize that I am about to lose badly and that the consequences 
may be grave. 


2/25/2016 


I have had a surgical procedure that has removed my brain from my body 
and now my brain runs my body remotely from a box in the bathroom. I 
have some strange mental powers and I believe that I had them before this 
was done to me. I had a remote version of my hands that were huge and 
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could operate at a distance. Sometimes they seemed to be invisible force 
fields and other times they were great mechanical contrivances. For some 
reason I keep trying things that would kill my brain, like detach power from 
it or dismantle parts of its containment, but I always realize that what I'm 
doing will result in my death and stop at the last minute. I don't know what 
is compelling me to keep doing this. 


I was sent on a mission to New York City, but I had no idea what my 
mission was. The people at the hotel kept asking me what my itinerary was 
and I couldn't tell them because I didn't know. My brain was installed in the 
bathroom of my hotel suite when I arrived. I had no idea how or by whom it 
had been placed there. 


For some reason I had to help my brother escape from jail. He was accused 
of an unspeakable crime. That is how people referred to it, not in a specific 
way, just as an unspeakable crime. 


My alarm went off before anything else happened. 


2/26/2016 


Very jumbled impressions right before waking in the middle of the night. 
An absurd alternate history of the late 20th century in which the Smothers 
Brothers had served as co-presidents of the USA in the '70s and Redd Foxx 
had also been president. It wasn't so much that these were features of a 
dream, but that I was conscious for quite some time before I fully realized 
that it hadn't happened. 


3/1/2016 


The dream itself isn't all that interesting. I had fallen asleep watching a 
Rick and Morty marathon in the web on my bedside computer and was 
having a fairly pedestrian dream involving a character from that show, but it 
wasn't weird or science fictional or otherwise notable. 


I became aware of an intruding sound and I realized that it was my alarm 
going off and that I had to get up. At this point it is a lucid dream. I am 
aware that I am dreaming and not only that I am aware that I must wake up 
and start my day. I say to the person I am talking to that I have to go and he 
asks why. It seems like too much trouble to try and explain that I am in a 
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dream and that whole thing and I just want to open my eyes and reach for 
my alarm. I realize I can't move, that I am seized by the paralysis that often 
accompanies sleep and the alarm is beeping louder and louder and I can't 
make myself move. I understand exactly what is going on and I am asleep 
and dreaming, but need to get up and I am trying to get my body into action. 
I can feel it and it is a distinct physical entity from my dream body, but I 
can't coax my muscles to respond to commands from my brain. The dream is 
now fading and I am getting annoyed when my arm finally becomes mobile 
and I can reach out and hit the button. 


3/10/2016 


Very frustrating. Events kept me from writing anything down until hours 
after I woke. Now it is all quite vague. 


I live in a house that has a high porch that is reached by a double 
staircase. It goes halfway up, about 15 steps and switches direction at a tiny 
landing and the goes up the remaining 15 steps. There is a woman. My exact 
relationship to her is unclear. We have gone out shopping together for 
something electronic. Our vehicle is a flat platform of polished wood about 8 
x 12 feet that simply floats about 4 feet off the roadway. It has no visible 
controls but it goes where we want it too when we are standing on it. 

We return home several times. On one of those occasions the woman gets 
into a fight with another woman we encounter at the house. They brutally 
are punching one another, tearing one another’s clothing. It goes on for quite 
a bit. I make no attempt to stop the fight. They are nearly nude and covered 
in bruises when I awaken. 


3/22/2016 


I have several packages. I have to drop off a book with Rocco at his 
office in the mall. The book is some crackpot tome about psychic 
phenomena. That's when he hands me the box that I have to take to Cirdina. 


Trains run to Cirdina three times a day so I have to catch the morning 
train to be sure I can get back. The train station is weird and improvised 
looking and not really level anywhere. The train tracks themselves run along 
high ridges, but everything else is down in depressions between the ridges. 
The surface in those places is irregular. It looks like a cratered lunar surface, 
but it is made of macadam. 
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The train for Cirdina comes and I get on board. There are no seats. 
Everyone is standing and hanging onto straps. I am standing next to a 
slender blonde woman with a large bosom. She is wearing a strapless top 
and the vibration of the train is causing it to inch its way down little by little 
until the tops of her areolae are exposed which is when my stop comes. 


*Everyone* is getting off at Cirdina and the town was apparently 
uninhabited before the train got there so all the people are going and opening 
the businesses, getting in cars to drive around the streets, entering homes, 
etc. The woman is still standing next to me as the train pulls out. Her breasts 
are now fully exposed, but I can't seem to focus when I look at them. 


I am realizing that I have left the package I had to deliver on the train. I 
momentarily awaken and note that the time is 2:25 and then immediately 
return to the same dream. I'm wandering the streets of Cirdina wondering 
what to do next. I enter a hardware store and purchase a pair of pliers. 


3/23/2016 


The only thing I can remember from my dream was that there was an 
astronaut with a breaded, deep fried head. 


3/25/2016 


I was making a collage that was also a bee hive that would function as a 
computer. It was built in layers on a stack of window screens and was 
shaped like the sun. From some angles it was two dimensional and from 
others it was three dimensional. As I came close to completing each layer 
the bees would come to inhabit it. They were smaller than regular bees and 
they had no sting. The bee computer was telling me things, giving me ideas. 
I was inspired to create a modernistic form of square dancing that was based 
in electronic music forms. The calls and orders were complex and had to be 
spoken quickly and understood perfectly by the dancers or the whole thing 
would fall apart. 


I thought I awoke but I was still in the dream and I was starting to type up 
this dream. It was getting longer and longer and I was going off on tangents 
and starting to lose the thread of what I was writing about and I realized that 
I should take a break so I could clean the kitchen. My room mate walked in 
and started preparing breakfast. Faceless, I don't know who it was and we 
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were conversing about this and that and I realized that he had used the 
toaster/computer that I had been writing the post on to make toast thereby 
erasing what I had written. It didn't make me angry so much as confused. 
Since when did we use that computer as a toaster?!? 


A car alarm went off in the parking lot. 


There were other details, but I can't sort them out just now. 


EDIT: A few details emerged as I prepared for work and went to the office. 


My conversation with room mate was about "What kind of beans do you 
like?" I gave an impassioned speech about the merits of dark red kidney 
beans while roommate gave a ringing endorsement for black-eye peas. 


Identity of room mate was interchangeable between four different 
deceased friends. 


Roommate informed me we needed coffee like three or four times 


The "bees" were not bees, they were tiny puffin like birds that I thought 
were bees at first. 


Much of the dance was based on Kandinsky paintings. 


Also, this dream felt *portentous*. It was the kind of dream that if I 
believed in them, I would be sure it was a message from the gods. 


4/4/2016 


I am working at what I think is a toy factory, but everyone lives there 
during the "season" whenever that is. It seems to be housed in this large 
building that resembles a medieval castle. Two old friends of mine also work 
there. We are arriving for the season and I greet and talk to some people 
before I head off to my room and lie down on my bed for just a minute when 
my alarm starts going off I reach out and hit the button but it just keeps 
going off and getting louder. I sit up and grab it, lift and drop the button a 
couple of times, shake it, tap it on the table. Finally I take the battery out but 
it just keeps beeping. I laugh and take it across the hall to show one of my 
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friends and we are both puzzling over it when suddenly my eyes pop open 
and I shut off my alarm. 4/5/2016 


I was given a book by a man in the street titled "The Principal of Melvin". 
I thought it might be some sort of MAD magazine parody, but it was a 
diatribe in favor of nuclear war. 


4/7/2016 
It was long and all connected. This is only fragments. 


I was over to a friend's house for dinner. The wine was green and opaque 
like milk, but it was definitely wine. We were talking about pranks we had 
pulled in the past but none of it was true. We were making it all up. It was a 
game we played. 


I went home, but for some reason my planned transportation had fallen 
through. I had to walk for miles through a city. 


At one point I start overhearing a conversation between a man and a 
woman about stamp collecting or print collecting. I only caught parts of it. It 
became apparent that they were a couple having a picnic in the moonlight 
just the other side the trees I was walking past. I came across a plastic milk 
crate and something like a pizza paddle only it was made of brown plastic 
and was floppy so it would actually have been useless for pizza but that was 
the shape it was. For some reason when I picked them up, I recalled an 
incident on this very spot that had taken place years ago when a man had 
been breaking ice on the sidewalk and a train had pulled up to the curb. 
Bullies on board the train had stolen his ice. It seemed to be the saddest story 
I knew. 


I reached an Asian neighborhood. There were two identical novelty shops 
on opposite sides of the street. Both had posters promoting a movie called 
Crazy Granddaddy that had a picture of a manic looking old man in diapers 
and a space helmet. I went into one of them looking for a restroom. The 
restroom was in a vestibule at the end of a long hall. The vestibule was 
closed off with a door like on a submarine with a large wheel to lock it 
closed. I still had the crate and plastic paddle plus a large backpack and a big 
radio. I knocked on the restroom door and an angry voice replied in Chinese. 


I was running toward a bridge with many people chasing me. 
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4/9/2016 


I am at home when a friend shows up, actually he is really a friend of a 
friend, someone who I generally don't see except in the company of that 
other friend. Today he is on his own but he needs to talk to me about some 
hot topic, but he looks a bit paranoid and is having a hard time getting to the 
point. He is pacing and wringing his hands but is meandering 
conversationally. He has been there a while and I still don't know why he is 
here. 


There is crowd outside of my building made up of various acquaintances 
including my landlord who is Bernie Sanders for some reason. Finally my 
friend tells me that we can't talk here and leads me out past the crowd. We 
walk along a muddy path that is lined with bushes that have jelly beans for 
fruit. I pick a black one. 


He takes me to the apartment of a Vietnamese woman with whom he also 
seems to be a second hand acquaintance but she allows us in. He starts 
talking again while he starts to nervously wash our hosts dishes, but still not 
getting to the point. The woman looks on in mild amusement. I am really 
looking her over for the first time and am realizing that she is very attractive, 
but my friend sees me looking at her and he says "Hey! Don't get distracted. 
I'm trying to tell you something here!" I let him ramble on for a while more 
and finally pointedly look at my watch and tell him I have to go. He shouts 
at me as I leave, "This is information you are going to need!" 


There are ducklings on the path . 


Upon getting back home I discover that Rob Chalfen has left a pile of old 
magazines and jazz related VHS tapes in front of my door. 
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Dream Journal 4/10/2016 


\t S&S 88“ EERE = 


It started in Harvard Square. I was at a big store 
that had recently undergone some big renovation. I'm 
not sure if I was an employee or was just a customer who 
was there a lot, but everyone knew me and was well 
disposed toward me. After the end of the day we were all 
going to go out for drinks, the employees and I. I 
went out into the square. The store was at the site of 
the Au Bon Pain. I can't say exactly what they sold but 
it included candy and coffee and it wasn't principally a 
restaurant. 


er 
a 


was looking for a bathroom. 
There was this place where people 
would take handicapped children 
to go for family type 
activities and I thought they 
might have a bathroom I could 
use. They did but it was 
weird in a lot of ways. It 
was the size of a gymnasium an sed to “ 
the street so anyone could see in. I saw a naked fat man, ne had 
long red hair and a big bushy beard playing with his son who I 
somehow knew was autistic. It embarrassed me to see it not so much 
because I felt I was intruding on them but because it felt like I was 
put’ in a position where I had to see it. 


133 


The toilet facilities were tiny and crowded 
together at one end and although , gee RN - 
divided into men's and women's \a\3 
were quite visible to one 9 — 
another. I went and tried Say 
to use one but discovered “=~ 
that I was pee shy and 


I went back to the store and it was now near closing time and 
we would all be going out soon. The guy at the counter asked what 
I had had and I said a cup of coffee. He asked how I was going to 
pay. For some reason I said "I'll owe you". He smiled. Apparently 
I had done enough for them to be worthy of a cup of coffee now and 
then and this was a regular little banter we had. He took a dime 

out of the register and placed 

it on the counter in front 
of me. I picked it up and 
held it up to the light to 
watch the light bounce 
off it. The cashier's 
partner took the 
dime from me and 
put it back in 
the register. 


He smiled and said 
"You haven't earned one 
of those yet!" 
We all laughed. 
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CRNA 
I asked if there was a bathroom. 7 
'"Upstairs and to the left." 

He pointed at a large ornate 
staircase behind him. 


* Upstairs there was a long” 
line for the bathroom and | 


was a black phantom. They -~ , 
made sure I didn't cut and 
went all the way to the back.) 
Like 80 or 100 places. The 
line moved quickly though 
and soon I was on my way © 
down a different staircase 
but where I ended up 
wasn't a bathroom. 


| 
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rig _ ¥ ST a ell 
It was an odd arena where people killed geese with ; 
._ their bare hands for sport. My view of it was from 
a higher elevation as if I stood on a balcony above 
it. It was concrete and everything was slightly 
damp with moss and lichen growing on it. There was 
and inner circle where lay a dead, goose that 
‘. someone had beaten to death. = 
There were a few other =~ ~~ 
concentric pathways . 
each one about a 


‘Ta 


BES , ie it | 
In one of them a girl was wringing a goose's neck. I could hear the 


bones cracking. The girl was maybe 8 years old and completely nude. 
She seemed utterly savage. 
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Above the outermost 
circle a humanoid 

lion relaxed and A 
creature was coming 
toward him. 


It was a very strange creature with brown and gold fur. It had no 
tail. Its face looked upward and was very sad and it lamented in a 
language I couldn't understand. It came and placed its head in the 
lap of the lion man who stroked its back to comfort it. It rolled 
over, still complaining and whining to have its belly stroked and I 
saw that it had a second face on the underside of its head. It was 
like a child as the lion man attempted to comfort it. 


crying 


Considering how much there was about seeking a bathroom in this dream 
it is a little surprising that I didn't wake with a super urgent need. 
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4/18/2016 


I dreamed that I had fallen asleep in front of my computer. Upon waking I 
discover that my glasses had fallen off and I have rolled the office chair over 
them breaking them. They are more elaborate than my waking life glasses 
with prisms on extension rods and they will be very expensive to repair. I 
grab my old pair that are just as elaborate, but they have tiny lenses that flip 
down like microscope objectives. I can't see through them well at all and 
wonder why I ever had them. I am going to be late for work so I quickly get 
up and head to the bathroom, but I seem to have accidentally walked into the 
lady's room where there is a heavyset young woman folding clothes. I see 
that the toilet is filled to the brim with feces and blood. I say "excuse me" 
and leave to find that I am in the optometrist's office and it is very crowded 
so now all I want to do is get out of there. Everybody is talking at once. I 
wake. 


4/28/2016 


I hitchhiked to a place in Maine. It was a vacation of some sort and took 
several days. When I returned everything was different somehow. People 
reacted to me differently as if I were a different person altogether. For some 
reason it didn't worry me much. People were using strange idioms. When I 
would appear confused to them they would say I "looked like I had forgotten 
my mother's face." Someone who was lost was "two hammers down". 


I was a member of a special police force that was dedicated to finding out 
the authorship of an odd and nonsensical book. Why this required a special 
investigative team was something I never learned. The man who was 
suspected of being the author was played by Bryan Cranston. I was very 
aware the he was not the actual person, but an actor playing his part. I 
showed him the book and asked him about it as we walked along a city street 
on a chilly winter evening. He pretended to not recognize it. A gust of wind 
blew a few pages out of the book and I chased them down the street. The 
Author as portrayed by Bryan Cranston stood and patiently waited while I 
gathered them up so we could finish the scene. 


138 


The Author took me to a place where there was a garage sale. He was 
interested in things that could be used as movie props. There were all sorts 
of exotic items. One of them was an accordion that had a drawer in it. When 
you opened the drawer it contained a violin. The thing he was most excited 
about finding was an old time looking radio with a beautiful polished wood 
case. It was somewhat longer that it was tall with sort of art-deco styling. It 
had a large knob for tuning in stations. There were leather straps for hanging 
it around one's neck. Author/Cranston was quite excited by this find! He 
explained to me that they were used in gentleman's clubs in the '20s and '30s 
where there would be uniformed men who would have these around their 
neck and when a member wanted to listen to the radio he would signal him 
to come over and he would stand there with it around his neck while the 
member listened to the radio. 


They were asking five dollars for it. 


5/3/2016 


Just a fragment. 


I was in a large office building and a giraffe entered a lobby space through a 
doorway. It wasn't easy for it. It had to bend its neck down so its head almost 
touched the floor and then work its shoulders through. When it was through 
it couldn't stand fully erect because the ceiling was too low. Its hooves were 
slipping on the waxed linoleum floor so it was always off balance. It looked 
miserable. 


I looked again and now there were two elephants. One was balancing the 
other on its head. 


5/8/2016 


I have taken an office job. It is a big place. Hundreds of people work there. 
It is the kind of work I hate and I have a poor attitude, maybe even a little 
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hostile, but everyone is really nice to me. All the employees have to wear 
pajamas. They aren’t supplied by the company so there is a wide variety 
sleepwear on display. Mine are red and slightly fuzzy flannel. At first I am 
part of a big pool of analysts who have to go over piles of hardcopy sheets 
of figures checking for errors and crossing them out. It is pretty easy because 
the errors are always printed in red, but it is dull work. The department is 
supervised by an attractive young woman with dark hair. She is familiar, but 
I don’t know her name. (some real world actress) 

I have acquired a rock monster in a wooden box that must be moved 
around with a hand truck. He must go where I go. Sometimes he looks like a 
stone golem. Other times he resembles a complex network of metal pipes./ 
He never moves in his crate just stares with burning coal eyes. 

I am transferred to a different department where I am in an office with five 
other people, all male. People come and go bringing and taking work in a 
wide variety of nightwear, children’s types designed to resemble bears and 
other animals, Star Wars and super hero prints, Hefneresque lounge suits, 
nightgowns, negligees, camisoles, etc. A lot of people just sleep in their 
underwear or in the nude. One of the guys I work with wears a long night 
shirt and night cap ad carries a lit candle with him everywhere he goes in 
spite of the fact the office is well lit by overhead fluorescents. Just outside 
there is a desk occupied by the woman who had been my supervisor in the 
previous department. She is now the executive assistant to me and the others 
I work with. I ask her “Were you demoted?” 

“Yeah. Isn’t it great?” she replies. She has no computer on her desk, just a 
device with a button and a single light that is either on or off and it seems to 
have no relationship to her pressing the button or not. I and the guys who 
work in the room don’t do a whole lot of work. We spend most of our time 
talking about comic books and movies. 

The rock monster stares from his box. 

While I am getting dressed in my street clothes to go home I am told 
something has arrived for me. It is a beautifully cloth bound hard back book 
that looks to be 1920s vintage of completely unknown stories by H.P. 
Lovecraft. I am told that a woman left it for me. She was a famous actress. 
They told me her name, but it was unfamiliar. 

I show the book proudly to the rock monster. 


5/19/2016 


I was a teenager and was about to set off for some tourist destination, but I 
had to assemble my camcorder first. It was packed in several shrink wrapped 
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packages about the dimensions of a CD but they were things like circuit 
boards, a battery, a hard drive a lens assembly. It seemed like parts were 
multiplying and it seemed like there were a few ways they could all go 
together, but only one *right* way of course. In spite of the fact I was 
making no progress, I was not overly frustrated. 


Later I was outside by the side of a highway that stretched over dead flat 
sandy ground from horizon to horizon. There were no cars. In the distance I 
could see a huge billboard that had the words "Massive Hamburgers" on it. 


I started singing a song to myself. The lyrics were "I like birdies" repeated 


over and over again. 
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Dream Journal 5/20/201 = 


I am on a date at dinner in a | ‘s ~ 


restaurant. I excuse myself to G 
go to the bar and get a drink. | if ’ 


. Mm. = 

For some reason I think it 
is a better idea to go and 
\; mes get it from a bar around the 
\! corner than the one in the 
\\p uP, i i m™ restaurant. I go there. The 
Ne Se SMEMEE place is undergoing j 
a! 

uv 


renovations, but it seems U 
to be open. I go up the bar. 
The bartender is a black 
woman in her 30s, really 

| cvnventoen, We end up 
exchanging some flirty words 
Mand I am thinking that I 

| might really have a chance 
here. I finally get around 
to ordering a drink. 
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I ask for a scotch and soda 
and hand her a twenty which 
she quickly titty-vaults and 
says she will go get it. 


Apparently the liquor isn't right there 
because of the renovations going on or 
something. For some reason it doesn't seem 


strange to me anyway, besides I am really \ 
enjoying the sight of her walking away from 
behind. She turns and says "A scotch and 
soda, right?" 


"No. Scotch with just an ice cube" 
I say (In the dream I think that is what I 
said in the first place and I didn't realize I 


had changed my order until after I had woken) 


"Scotch with a cube. Got it". 


I am waiting. 
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‘ moving in stock. I am realizing that I have been there 
for hours, days. I am hungry and thirsty. I realize that , 

my date must think I just disappeared (which I did) and IS 
I think I really need to go back and explain myself, but jy» 

I have a drink coming. I finally go into the back to ask - 

someone about the bartender. This worker looks at me | 
and says "Bartender? We sell women's shoes here. 


~ 
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a "No. I ordered a drink from the bartender!” I hold up my hand.  ~ A 
9 "About this tall....very pretty black girl, cocktail dress?" yp 


They look at me like I just got off the boat from Mars. Just 
~ then she reappears, without a drink I might add. 
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"I'm so sorry!" She says. "I was held prisoner by the Viet Cong!" I don't find her 

story believable but she continues to add more and more ridiculous elaborations and 
as she is going on I start to realize that she is not who or what I thought she was. 
She isn't a beautiful black woman in a cocktail dress but is actually a skinny white 


teenage boy in swim trunks with wet hair. I am the victim of a prank. 


| aan 


He runs off and I chase him. 
I don't know what my intentions 3 
are when I catch him, but he 
| jumps over a balcony and there Ss 


fi is a swimming pool below. 


5 
IANS 
CYANO, 
Si Bae 


‘ 
A 


145 


I look over ‘sis see 
that the water is all 
frozen and the kid is 
standing there flipping | 
a coin in the air. 


vs & a Atel a v2 
It repeatedly “lands on ‘the ice perfectly on “its edge 7 
and rolls for a bit. He picks it up and flips it again | | 
_and the same thing happens again and again and again. 
Every time the coin lands and rolls it leaves a 
_coppery trail on the surface of the ice. 

I am transfixed by the shining trail which takes up | 
more and more of my field of vision until it is all I Ne 
can see. iN 


i 
K 
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5/27/2016 


Somehow I have done a horrible job of trimming my beard. It is all spiky 
on the left and a patch has been shaved to the skin on the right. My mustache 
is pointing in several different directions. I just look like hell. I go into a 
bedroom that is in an incredible state of disarray. Clothes and bedding 
everywhere with no rhyme or reason. There are several lamps, but all but 
one have burnt out bulbs. The one that works has something like a small 
Christmas tree light in it. Weak and dim. The top of the dresser is very 
cluttered but I manage to find a brush, a pair of scissors and some mustache 
wax and set about doctoring my facial hair as best I can under the 
circumstances. I end up clipping my beard very short because I over trim 
one side or another several times. The mustache wax is black (and slightly 
gritty) for some reason. I feel that I look like an organ grinder when I am 
done. 


6/5/2016 


A lot of fragments. I'm not sure if it is one dream or parts of different 
dream events 


I am a kid. I had been one of the Little Rascals, not like I had been a 
movie actor, but part of that "gang" in real life but somehow I'm not 
anymore. Now I'm just an ordinary kid. I got in trouble with the mean land 
lady because I had gone down into the scary basement that was like this 
complex catacomb and I was chased by a monster, kind of a bird/rat/spider 
thing. I had to fight it and our fight made a wall of the building come down. 
I thought people would be happy that I killed the monster but everyone was 
really pissed off instead. 


I was brought a bottle of pills and for some reason I took them all at once. 
I was afraid that I might die and so was everyone else, but nothing 
happened. 


There was a guy called "Little Johnny" who followed me everywhere. He 
had a lot of opinions. 
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6/8/2016 


I am up to no good. Apparently I am trying to sell Hillary Clinton this soft 
bag with many zippers that was designed to hold a huge set of Lego blocks, 
pre-assembled parts for some elaborate Lego construction or display. 
Clinton has made it clear that she wishes to use it to transport a bomb. I have 
raised no objection, but it makes me very uneasy nonetheless. The bag has 
compartments within compartments and we keep unzipping and unzipping 
so she can see them all. She is also offering me a job as her "little man" 
which I refuse as politely as possible even though the idea fills me with fear. 


6/10/2016 


We were "rescuing" animals. What was happening was we would place 
each individual beast on a small flying island, only a few meters on a side. 
Some were stone or bare earth, others were made of ice or covered in grass. 
The animal would be placed on it and then sent off into the sky where it 
would fly off to the arctic where the animal would supposedly be safe. We 
later discovered that the islands would sink into the sea and just leave the 
animal stranded padding around in the arctic waters so we had to go and get 
them and bring them back and they were all wet and angry. 


The other dream escaped. I had it when I woke and it just vanished. 


6/11/2016 
fragments only 


I was saying that when they made a movie of this they should cast me as 
an extra. I thought I could be a good salty old sea captain. 


The car had a big branch of a tree with pink blossoms all over it. we pulled 
our car closer to theirs so I could pick a few off. The lady driving smiled at 


me. 


It took place all over Long Island. It was about the ship with the huge 
figurehead 
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We were at a dance for young people that took place in the 1870s the kids 
were rude and spoke with lower class accents. 


We went looking for the wreck on the beach 


6/30/2016 


Me and another guy are the trash disposal crew for an office building. We 
load the trash that comes down the chutes into big blue plastic bins and roll 
them out onto wooden decks that are high in the air where large quadcopters 
come and pick them up to take them to their destination. It is an easy job. 


Our boss, who is named Howard Van Zeckt, comes down and tells us 
"We have new additions to the staff who need to be initiated to the mysteries 
of your craft!" 


"You mean you want us to train some guys?" 


"Precisely!" 


He brings in four strapping young guys and one young woman who is 
short and stocky. 


As there isn't much to the job, they take little time to train. 
I come in one morning to find three of the new guys nude sun bathing on 
one of the pick up decks. They are in spectacular shape. They all have their 
entire bodies shaved like competition swimmers. 


One of the new guys 1s a dedicated stoner who keeps hiding joints all over 
the place even though I have told him that being stoned on this particular job 
is no problem. In spite of the fact that I am more or less his supervisor, he 
keeps showing me his hiding places. He removes a brick from the wall and 
shows me "I keep a 'doobie' or two back here". Out by the edge of the dock 
in a drilled out space in a protruding piece of rebar. "I can fit a 'number' in 
here." Beneath a loose floorboard,"I can keep a couple of my 'boys' under 
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here." I try to tell him it's a waste of time, but he seems to be having fun 
doing it. 


One day the plump girl jumps off the deck and swims away through the 
sky while majestic music plays. 


7/5/2016 


I lived in New York during the American Revolution, but I was who I am 
now and had all memories of my life in the 21st century. 


People found me strange. I kept talking about the future and everyone 
around me was firmly entrenched in the political realities of the moment. I 
considered "inventing" a few things. I realized that my understanding of 
technology didn't extend to knowing how to do a lot of those things using 
18th century technology. I finally became a hermit in upstate New York and 
wrote the Book of the Future. 


7/8/2016 


For some reason I am building molecules in my mind, but they are 
molecules based on classical elements. Fire is represented by a red tarot card 
that depicts an enthroned flaming king, Water is a blue king, Air is a white 
queen, Earth is a gray queen, Aether is a swift messenger. I combine them at 
will in different ways. It happens in my mind I don't know where the power 
comes from. I see the molecules as hands of cards. water-air-fire-air is a 
molecule of steam. earth-water-earth is a molecule of clay. water-fire-water 
is a molecule of alcohol. fire-aether is a molecule of lightning. I think I can 
build the whole world but it is hard work. 


I wake. 
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Dream Journal 7/10/2016 


I am on the bus with the others. We left Scott behind because he was 
taking too long, but I look and see him in a seat way at the back and he 
waves at me merrily. 


Later were are in the reception trailer where the guy is going to give the 
lecture about the history of the circus. The discussion is fascinating until 
Scott stands up and interrupts him. He is holding an object made of polished 
metal, a cylinder around twice the size of a film can with a small nozzle-like 
opening on one end. He is telling everyone that it is a "spellent faze mudule" 
and will change humanity forever. Everyone is telling him to sit down so the 
man can finish his lecture, but he won't and he goes on and on about more 
and more minutia concerning the thing. The lecture guy loses his patience 
and leaves. Everyone is pissed at Scott who wears a smug grin. 


Another Scott is sitting next to me. He says "Well, he pretty much ruined 
everything." 


7/16/2016 


I was living in New York City and going to school. I wasn't paying for it 
and I was pretty casual about going to classes. I was sort of a junior college 
mostly about the arts. I was the age I am now and almost everyone else was 
much younger than me including many of the teachers. I wasn't making a 
whole lot of friends or really connecting much with anyone. Only one of my 
teachers could remember my name, a guy who looked like Dr. Venture. 


There was a bookstore/magazine stand/ snack bar in the big main lobby. I 
was looking at magazines and I saw a blonde girl, maybe 19-20 years old. 
She was sitting on a wheelchair that raised her up to reach magazines on a 
high rack. She was not overly pretty, someone I wouldn't look twice at on 
the street. I remarked, "I have never seen a wheelchair that could do that." 


She looked at me perplexed "What? It's not a wheelchair! It's just a 
ladder!" She stood up on a step to show me she could stand and the wheeled 
ladder shot out from under her and she fell. I quickly went to help her up. 


151 


"I'm so sorry!" I said. "Are you alright? Would you like something to 
drink?" 


"I'm fine. Coffee would be nice." I ordered her a coffee and a small one 
for myself. She took it black no sugar like me. The coffee was served in 
glasses with thick sloped sides. I gave the barista a twenty when she was 
suddenly called away for some crisis. I can't remember what it was. I sipped 
coffee with the girl but we didn't talk too much. When the barista got back I 
reminded her that she still owed me change. The change was three quarters, 
seven dimes one of which was a silver mercury dime, a small rectangular 
ingot of silver, 1/2 troy ounce, a bunch of Canadian coins, and two very 
foreign coins made of heavy metal that were shaped like rounded triangles 
as a Wankel engine piston. They were quite thick. like 3/8" and had portraits 
of women in fancy hats on them. The inscriptions were in a foreign alphabet. 
I was going to ask if she had American money, but I found the coins 
fascinated me so much that I let the matter go. 


7/17/2016 


I am in Oklahoma City with my mother for an event with her church. 
Something weird is going on with her at our hotel. She keeps getting up to 
go to the ATM. I realize that she is gambling online and feeding cash 
directly to the computer. Oklahoma city has no traffic signs and the police 
cars are hover cars. All of the dogs are huge, mean and muzzled. I keep 
mocking the city as a "one horse town" even to the natives who don't find it 
funny. I just can't help myself. 


I am in an Eastern European capitol (unspecified). My host is Jakub. He 
introduces me to his friend Jity who he reputedly rescued. Jify is not the 
name he was born with. He changed it when Jakub rescued him. We meet at 
a place on the bank of the Kostune river that is quite narrow and runs right 
through the center of town. Jakub's place is right on the river. All of the 
small stones along the riverbank float in the air. For some reason I cannot 
bring myself to ask Jakub or Jify why that is. There is a woman, she is with 
me, but is very vague, she is here and then she is not. Jakub shows us that to 
get to our rooms we must squeeze between two boards in the back of the 
closet and then climb a ladder. He goes first, then the woman. I squeeze 
between the boards and put my hand on a rung of the ladder when I hear a 
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beeping sound from back in the room so I come out to see what it was, but 
there is nothing so I go back to the closet and start to squeeze between the 
boards again when I hear the beeping again. Suddenly I am awake it is my 
alarm. 


V2M/ 2016 


I created and printed a magazine devoted to bondage fetish sex and 
promoted it at a small local bookstore. It went over very well and they made 
me mayor. 


7/30/2016 


I am in a funky little movie theater, but it really isn't much of a theater. 
Something throw together in a storefront location by some penniless hippies 
for fun more than profit. They show cartoons and short subjects. While I am 
there I see that I am sitting near a woman who I used to know casually, but I 
can't for the life of me remember her name. While I am sitting there trying to 
dig her name out of the memory hole she turns and greets me by name very 
warmly. She is an attractive brunette with short hair. We converse quietly 
for a while and she doesn't seem to notice that I have not used her name 
once. Her behavior is flirty, touching me frequently during our conversation 
and leaning close. She smells terrific. The movie ends and she has to go. For 
some reason she insists on giving me her van. She gives me the keys, 
describes it and says it's parked outside. She has to go but kisses me on the 
cheek before she leaves. As she stands her breasts brush against me. She 
says that if I want to talk , I have her number, which I do not. After she has 
gone I notice that she has left something behind, a big package of disposable 
diapers. I grab it and dash out to catch her, but she is nowhere in sight 
outside of the theater. 


The van is parked tight in front. It is red and white. It looks like it may 
have once been a commercial delivery vehicle, but all of the logos and 
advertising have been removed. I open the side door with the key and toss 
the diapers in and then get in myself. I have not driven a motor vehicle of 
any description since my junior year of high school so my progress is shaky. 
I manage to drive it around the block once and then I park it back in front of 
the theater. I do a half-assed job of parallel parking, but I don't actually hit 
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anything so I mark it a plus and get out. 


I notice a big novelty store that sells fireworks and pastry. One thing they 
have is a giant loaf of bread, like the size of a car, in the shape of a three 
legged frog with a coin in it's mouth. I vaguely remember that is a symbol 
the Japanese consider lucky. 


I exit out a door that enters a warehouse full of boxes, pallets of bricks 
and bags of cement. I don't see a way out, but I spot a guy ahead of me who 
climbs a ladder. I decide to go where he is going. The ladder is metal and 
industrial looking, bolted to a big frame that contains machinery. It is 
painted green. When I go to climb it, I find it is wet and a bit slippery, but I 
decide to climb it anyway even though it goes pretty high and there is 
moving machinery directly below. There is no sign of the other guy. I get to 
the top and find myself on a metal beam. I sit on it and it starts moving up 
inside of a concrete shaft. 
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I realize that I must be on top of the car of a freight elevator. When it stops 
there is a slot in front of my face through which I can look out over the city. 
I think I must be six or seven stories high. I am in a very precarious position. 
The beam starts to come down and I get off and climb down a different 
ladder. I find myself inside of a mostly empty concrete building. Maybe an 
abandoned factory. There isn't much there. A few empty crates scattered 
here and there. 


There is about two inches of water on the floor everywhere. I find my way 
out to the street through a narrow corridor that people can pass through only 
one at a time. I find myself on the street two blocks from the theater. Across 
the street there is a group of children that have rectangular wooden frames 
that have been nailed together from 2 x 4s and set on caster like wheels like 
you find on grocery carts so that they are upright and along the upper beam 
they have hung little bells. They are riding these things down the sidewalk 
like very awkward skate boards. I say to a lady standing next to me. "That's 
kind of magical." 


She snorts and tells me I have a low bar for magic. 


I try to re enter the corridor but a fat man dressed as an English policeman 
is purposely blocking my way. He won't move and I finally push him out of 
my way and go in. Now the corridor leads up a long staircase. I come out a 
few doors down from the theater. I decide to go get the van and take it home, 
but I'll leave the diapers with the management in case the woman comes 
back looking for them. When I get to the theater the van is gone. I am 
walking up and down the street looking for it when I awaken. 
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8/4/2016 


I am having a conversation with Mark Donovan, my old boss who died 
suddenly at the age of 48 on the first day of 2008. We are having a few beers 
and talking about '50s rock & roll in a rustic looking cabin somewhere. Mark 
had been an Elvis impersonator in his free time. Not a particularly good one 
though. He has a nice singing voice. He preferred Elvis' slow ballads over 
his more rock&roll numbers. He did a really nice version of Love Me 
Tender. 


Anyway, we were having a spirited discussion about music from that 
period. I don't remember the details. At one point he just comes out and says 
he doesn't like Chuck Berry much which I find stunning that he would say 
that. 


The entire time there is a busty girl in a cheerleader uniform standing next 
to him. She is smiling, but silent save for an occasional slight giggle as if 
having a passing funny thought. Mark gets to the bottom of his beer. "Want 
another?" He asks. 


"Of course!" I say. 


He eyes the girl and she turns her back and bends over. Mark lifts her skirt 
and instead of a bottom, she has an avocado green refrigerator door there. He 
opens it and pulls out two beers and hands me one. The girl resumes her 
normal posture. 


This seems perfectly normal to me. 


8/5/2016 


There were two of us except that we were both me. I can't explain it any 
better that that. I had committed a horrible, but unspecified criminal act and 
we had to cover the evidence so we decided to burn the house down. We/I 
were sure that it would burn completely because the cops and firemen 
wouldn't come out in the middle of the night so we would have plenty of 
time to get away before then. 


Later in another location I return home from a party to find that other me 
has made a model of the USS Enterprise (NCC 1701D) out of toothpicks. I 
am impressed. 
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8/7/2016 


A am on another planet as part of a huge expedition. Thousands of people. 
I don't know if we are explorers or colonists or invaders. The planet is Earth- 
like in terms of atmosphere and there is life, but it is geologically curious. 
The landscape is punctuated with great rock slabs and spikes the size of 
mountains but they just emerge from the earth abruptly, The tops are either 
pointed or curved and thousands of feet high and walking up to one is like 
walking up to a great smooth rock wall. 


We all have jobs. I am pretty much an office drone. I work in a vast 
underground complex. My daily life is not unpleasant. Light paper work 
punctuated by web surfing, paper airplanes and eraser pigs. The food is 
good, I have a decent apartment. 


They have built a wall around the world, what is on the other side I do not 
know, but I decide to find out, mostly out of boredom. They are cutting 
stone from the slab mountains because it is particularly useful stone. The 
wall is really a huge building which girdles the entire planet and most of it is 
underground. Transport is in elevator-like cars that go sideways as well as 
up and down. For some reason I want to reach the area right opposite of my 
office. 


Once I have entered the wall complex, instead of being ejected or arrested, 
I find a number of people working there who are more than willing to help 
me out. They seem to just do it for fun. One gives me a card key for the 
elevators. Another shows me where to get food. 


There is a huge room with bins full of parts for people. They seem 
synthetic and are broken up in odd ways like the front half of an entire body, 
a thigh with genitals attached, an upper arm with part of a chest with a 
breast, a hand with part of a forearm. The parts where they end are not 
bloody, but smooth skin and they are clearly warm and alive. 


I wake. 


8/9/2016 


I am on vacation. There are four of us. Me, a woman my age who I think is 
related to me in some way, a very attractive dark haired woman in her mid 
20s dressed slightly provocatively and teenage Kurt Russell (Disney era). 
We are in a huge convertible, the older woman is at the wheel, she never 


157 


speaks and mostly keeps her eyes on the road. The younger woman is kind 
of taking up all of the psychic space, constantly demanding attention in 
small ways, talking about nothing in particular, fluttering her hands about, 
pointless preening, etc. I think her name is Jean, but I am apparently wrong 
and she says so, but doesn't tell me her correct name either. Kurt Russell 
pipes up from time to time. He uses a lot of profanity awkwardly like a kid 
trying to get as rise out of an adult. He is constantly staring at "Jean's" 
breasts which she either isn't bothered by or just doesn't care. I don't blame 
him, but even when I was his age I had more discretion. He is wearing a 
shirt in bright colors printed with multiple images of the planet Saturn. The 
kid is annoying, but I'm digging the shirt. 

We stop a gas station. "Jean" attempts to trade an intricate leather bracelet 
she is wearing for a tank of gas. I don't know how that goes, but we are soon 
on the road again. 


(It occurs to me that "Jean" is some current celebrity who I have seen but 
not paid particular attention to which is why I don't know her name and in 
the dream I *know~* I don't know her name. If I spot her, I'll make a 
footnote.) 


We come to a stopping place, a town, roadside attraction, shopping mall or 
somehow a combination of the three. In one place it looks like a town from 
the old west, but there is a gaping hole in the middle of the main street. A 
strong, warm wind blows upward out of it and we can see that it can carry 
objects upward. Kurt Russel just jumps into the hole and then flies upward 
while giving a loud rebel yell and disappears high in the sky. 


In the parking lot, the woman is sitting at the wheel of the car looking 
straight ahead. "Jean" and I get in and we drive off. We are zooming along 
the highway and "Jean" pulls off her shirt and starts playing with her breasts 
provocatively. It doesn't bother me a bit. 
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8/15/2016 


I have a job that is slightly similar to part of my actual job. I am collating a 
set of large documents. I am part of a big operation and there are several 
people at work doing the same thing as me. We are all working in a huge 
building that may have once been an aircraft hangar. It is curved like a huge 
Quonset hut so it has no internal supports. The workspace covers several 
acres. 


Where I am working are many very long tables that have the various 
sheets that go into the set. The actual printing takes place elsewhere, perhaps 
in more than one place. The sheets are 30”x42”. Some are in color others in 
black and white. Most are printed on paper, but some sheets are on Tyvek 
and some are on large sheets of transparency. One sheet is on cloth and is 
difficult to handle and get to square up with the rest of the set which must be 
perfectly jogged when completed. I am completely unconcerned with the 
content of the sheets. When completed, each set is carefully rolled with a 
metal cylinder containing liquid at its center. We who are doing the 
production refer to it as the “milkshake”, but its actual content is unknown to 
us. Even in the dream it strikes me as very odd that we would be rolling up a 
container of liquid with this set. 


When we have a good sized pile of these sets rolled and banded, a woman 
named Janet comes along in her “Oompa-Loompa” vehicle, a small electric 
tractor that pulls a trailer. She loads them into the trailer and hauls them to 
the end of the building where they are loaded onto a truck and taken 
somewhere for binding. 


I am doing a quality check and discover that a page has been printed 
reversed. I check another and the page is fine. Checking several others I 
learn that at random intervals a set contains the reversed page. There are a 
few supervisors on the floor and I point out the problem to one of them. He 
is quite concerned. Asks me a number of questions. “Who was in charge of 
this sheet?”, “How long have these been turning up?”, “How many have 
gone to the bindery this way?” My answer to all of them is “I don’t know”. 
We all take turns doing quality control checks and that had been my first of 
the day so for all I knew sets like that had been going out all day. One of 
them gets on the phone to the printing plant, another to the bindery. One of 
them says to me “I need you to open every set we have and mark the ones 
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with the problem. We will designate a special area for this.” Even as he is 
talking to me, Janet is using the “Oompa-Loompa” to haul several tables to 
an unused section of the floor and place a pallet of rolled sets next to them. 


I set to work, unrolling, checking, marking, re-rolling and banding the 
sets. 
I discover that in some of the sets the “milkshake” has leaked staining some 
of the pages with iridescent green fluid so I go to seek out a supervisor to 
report this new problem. I find one, but he tells me that he isn’t really the 
one in charge of my particular task. I ask who is and he doesn’t know. I ask 
a few supervisors and none of them know who is actually in charge of my 
quality control operation. I have a huge stack of notes in my hand. There is 
an annoying beeping sound. It may be coming from the papers in my hand. 

As I am staring at them I wake up to my alarm beeping. 


8/16/2016 


I was young, about 23 years old. Iam me, but a different me, the result of 
different life decisions. I don’t live where I lived then, I don’t hang out with 
the people I hung out with then, I have different tastes and interests, but it is 
me. 


I meet a girl around my age. Very pretty. Slender light skinned black girl 
with a big poofy afro. Her name may have been Tanzie. We go over to the 
house of some people who happen to be friends of ours. They are rich. There 
are five siblings, three brothers and two sisters but one of the brothers isn’t 
there. Their father runs his business out of the house, but he isn’t around. 
The house 1s big with lots of art on the walls. 


The siblings are all around my age, early 20s One of the guys is tall, 
blonde and athletic, the other guy is shorter and dark. One sister has straight 
dark brown hair, blue eyes and wears wireframe glasses. The other also has 
brown hair, but I never see her face. (In retrospect I think she may be the 
same girl as the other sister, but I was seeing her in two places at the same 
time sometimes) 


We are drinking and getting a bit out of controll. One of the sisters starts 


taking apart a fax machine. It’s a big one like from the “80s. “I need to see 
why it works!” She says. We are all in a small bedroom watching the sister 
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pull apart the fax machine. I am taking pills and washing them down with 
shots of scotch. The pills are...1 don’t remember exactly what they were, but 
they were not something I would expect to be considered a recreational drug. 
I was not actually feeling the effects of the drugs or alcohol anyway. Me and 
Tanzie have sex on the bed, but it is sort of off camera, I don’t actually 
experience that part. It happened, but I wasn’t there for that part. I remember 
her getting undressed and that she had tiny but perfect breasts, but that is the 
only part of that I remember. 


The fax machine ends up as just a pile of parts, most of them broken. The 
sister looks satisfied as if she has gotten to the bottom of the mystery of the 
fax machine. She is breathing hard and her skin glistens with sweat. 


I am crashed out on the couch and the blonde brother shakes me awake. 
He is telling me that the other brother has come home and he is alarmed at 
the state of the house. Indeed there are beer and liquor bottles everywhere 
and stuff strewn about. He says that their father was going to be incredibly 
pissed when he sees the place. He hustles me off to the little bedroom with 
the destroyed fax machine. Tanzie and the sister are asleep fully clothed on 
the bed. The brother shakes Tanzie awake and he tells us that we have to go. 
It is dark and there is weather outside, a light, wet snow. I have no jacket so 
I grab a cover from the bed. It is blue and has little pom-poms around the 
edge. I wrap it around me and Tanzie and we head out. Almost as soon as 
we are out the door we part ways because her house is in a different 
direction. I am standing at the top of a steep muddy bank that goes down to 
the road I have to cross and I take a few minutes to figure out how to get 
down it without falling. I see a flatter place that is also wetter with many 
puddles, but it seems like my best bet so I get to the road with only my feet 
wet. 


I am now walking through the city. There are soldiers in camo with guns 
among the other people in the street. They look alert, but I do not feel 
threatened by them. I am still wrapped in the cover and I realize that I must 
look like a bum. I step into an alley to see if I can find a few minutes shelter 
from the snow. 


There is a ragged man digging through a dumpster. As he goes about his 


business he is singing a song. The words are “Ladies’ bottoms, ladies’ 
bottoms! ‘Tis nothing finer than ladies’ bottoms!” I wake. 
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8/17/2016 


This is a dream from early sleep. I woke and put some notes on the bedside 
computer. I now only remember a little of it so this is mostly from the notes 


I live in an apartment building on the fifth floor. There is a young woman 
named Lucy who lives on the floor below me. She is cute and Asian, a bit on 
the clueless side and pleasantly plump. She often comes to my apartment to 
talk at me. She never actually pays any attention to what I say, that is when 
she even lets me get a word in. She talks about science and politics, neither 
of which she has any kind of grasp of as she paces around my place 
gesticulating. She talks about celebrities, like who is sleeping with whom 
and who got cosmetic surgery and pointless crap like that. This silly bitch 
can carry on for hours. She has a boyfriend named Rob and a pet deer that 
multiplies. It always has little deer budding off of it and then follow it and 
her everywhere. 


I come home to find that I have been robbed. My TV, phone and one of 
my computers are gone. I go to the other one to see if there is a way to use it 
to call the police, but I get distracted and find myself trying to look up 
information on the book "The Creep" by William Kotzwinkle (there is no 
such book). 


At this point Lucy, Rob and the deer with all the tiny deer are walking by 
my door and stick their faces in to say hello. I tell them about the robbery 
and ask Lucy if I can borrow her phone. Rob expresses sympathy and says 
"You know, they say you'll never get your momsen back." 


I want to ask him what the fuck is a "momsen", but Lucy has started 
speculating about supernovas and there are several tiny deer wandering 
around my living room. 


I wake. 
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A few notes on this one: Lucy and Rob resemble no one in my actual life, but 
I have constructed very detailed appearances and personalities for them. In 
the context of the dream I had known them for a while and know quite a bit 
about them. I often have dreams that include people I have never seen or 
heard of. Dreams that include friends, co-workers and family are far less 
common. What's up with that? 


I Googled the word “momsen”. All that comes up is the surname of an 
actress of whom I am barely aware. 


The nonexistent book is a new one. 


8/19/2016 


I am ina corridor with a long table. On the table is a line of plates with 
chips and guacamole. I dip a chip and eat some. 


I am in a house. There is also a long table, but not as long as the one in the 
corridor and there is no food on it. I have to go to work. My wife is puttering 
around. Someone is calling me from outside the house. I have to go. I am not 
me. I am a woman with long blonde hair. I am wearing a trenchcoat over 
jeans and a T-shirt. I have to go with the guy calling me but I need to get the 
candies first. They are chocolate coated in a crisp white shell like M&Ms 
only they are shaped like snake eggs and are two inches long. I fill my 
pockets with them and run out the door to meet the guy who was calling me. 
He says "Come on! We're going to be late!" 

I wake. 


8/20/2016 


Lindsay Lohan was sending me videos of her newly born child. He was 
hairy all over. The hair was long but sparse so his skin could still be seen. 
He was also a large baby. She sent me several videos over time. 
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8/23/2016 


I'm not sure how it began. My memory picks up in the garden where we 
have discovered what looks like a mass of cubic crystals, but they are not 
crystals, they are something technological, but not like we have seen before. 
Individual cubes can be sort of cracked loose. We learn that the individual 
cubes glow softly at the edges and can be made to hang in the air spinning 
slowly. They are semitransparent with a hint of some sort of mechanism 
within. I get into an argument with one of my companions as to if they are 
alive and intelligent or not. 


It is later. Could be hours, could be months. We are at a place we call The 
Chart House where we have horded up a large number of the cubes. Some 
are rotating in the air, but most are in a pile at the center of the room. We are 
keeping them so the man outside doesn't get them. He is unbalanced and 
hostile, but for some reason he cannot enter The Chart House. He is dressed 
in a uniform of some sort. Maybe a forest ranger, maybe a UPS man, I'm 
unsure, but he has some sort of super powers and he is supporting a swarm 
of rocks in the air with some sort of telekinesis. They slowly orbit him. His 
eyes have a look of utter madness. He is calling to us about something. He 
wants to harm us, but he cannot enter. He wants us to come out on our own. 


I hold one of the cubes. I notice that it comes apart into plates each about 
a millimeter thick. They glow at the edges like the cube. 


On the surface of one a point of light races around tracing a random 
course making sharp 90 degree turns. I am right on the edge of 
understanding what I am seeing. Right on the edge. The back of the plate is 
wet. It feels like some sort of thick plant juice. I realize that both of my arms 
are coated with the stuff. Something is making a low, throbbing hum. 


I wake up. 
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8/27/2016 


I am in a shabby neighborhood standing in a front yard having drinks with 
a couple of the locals. It is night. One of the taps me on the shoulder and 
says something in Chinese. I say "I'm very sorry, but I can't understand you" 


He responds with "Paigow kungpao wutang dim sum" (basic dream 
Chinese) while pointing at the sky. There are laser beams in the sky. 
Brilliant blue going from horizon to horizon. They must be so high that they 
are in space. I marvel at their brilliance. I realize that they can't be in space 
because I know you can't see a laser in a vacuum so they must just be high in 
the air. 


While I am puzzling this out, the other guy tells me "You'll find my 
backpack on the porch in back" I go and get it. It is a large frame backpack 
and it is jammed with stuff. I put it on my back and I go to New York. 


In New York I am in a museum. I must just know it is a museum, because 
I don't see any art or displays. It is almost more like the lobby of a hotel. 
Why do I think it is a museum? I meet with a young couple the man is tall 
with curly light brown hair. The woman wears a red mini dress with 
matching high heels. She is pretty with black hair worn short. They are both 
around 30 years old. The man asks me to keep a box of bones from small 
animals for him. I look in the box and see that it appears to be filled with 
mouse, squirrel, mole and small bird bones. It is about half the size of a shoe 
box. 


I find a place in the back pack for it. The pack also contains bags of silver 
coins, guns, some rolled paper documents, a bottle of laundry detergent and 
several things I simply can't identify. I unroll some of the documents on a 
bench. One of them is a map that shows the location of the ten mile high 
laser towers. They are part of a communications system. The woman stares 
at it in amazement. I put it back in the pack. 


We are going to leave together, but I have to find the Men's room. It is 
down a red carpeted corridor. The men's room is large and full of fairy-like 
beings who emerge from the sinks and other fixtures. The man, who has 
gone with me asks me suck his cock which I am eager to do. I feel it’s 
important that I do a good job, so I take it slowly, sometime taking his dick 
deep and then sometimes just licking it. The taste and texture of his penis are 
very vivid. It seems very real. I am intoxicated by performing this act. I 
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fellate him until he ejaculates copiously and I swallow every bit. I want to 
keep sucking his cock after he has cum, but he makes me stop. 


The man needs to see the box of bones and I discover that the box has 
broken open and there are tiny bones scattered throughout the backpack. The 
man and the woman are both very disappointed. 


8/29/2016 


I am at some sort of a party. I am in a wheelchair although I am perfectly 
capable of walking. For some reason I am faking although there is no reason 
I would be. There are two other people there in wheelchairs who are 
genuinely impaired and furthermore they seem to be onto my ruse but are 
not exposing me. 


I have a folding file pouch with me and I am collecting documents from 
the various party goers. The documents are in the form of odd electronic 
tablets that have folding doors on the front. 

Several different people approach me approach me with wristwatches they 
have found asking me if I have lost mine. I say no while showing that mine 
is still on my wrist. 


One of the other wheelchair people approaches me, an attractive woman 
with light brown hair. She says "My breasts are 100% real" 


I'm a little startled by the unusual conversation opener. "I'm sure they are!" 


She takes my hands and places them on her breasts. She is wearing a thin 
blouse with nothing underneath. Her boobs are good handfulls, the nipples 
become erect under my thumbs. I take my hands away and say "*Definitely* 
real!" 


She nods "As long as we understand one another." 
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9/2/2016 


It is a large building. Dark in color. Wrought iron bars over the windows 
suggest it might be a factory. We can't get in the front. My companion, a 
young man in his 20s, says they require a pass. He calls it an "idiomorphic 
key". We will not be admitted without one. I suggest the back door. 


The back door is simply open. We go in. There are big piles of things 
everywhere. The boy gets excited and runs off somewhere. I set about 
exploring. There are platforms with piles of things on them on platforms 
suspended at various levels in the building and they are accessible via 
wooden stair cases. The stair cases weave a complex pattern in the space of 
the building. There is no lighting in the building except for sunlight coming 
through the windows leaving some parts of it in gloom and others brightly 
lit. The shadows cast by the bars on the windows on the webwork of the 
stairs makes the place at times visually confusing. 


I climb one of the stair cases. It is of open construction and unpainted 
wood, but seems sturdy enough. I arrive at a level that has a large pile of 
broken violins. A level up is a pile of speakers without cabinets that seem to 
have been salvaged. I can see across to another platform that has a pile of 
porcelain cats. I go down the stairs and over to another stair case where I 
find a pile of electric meters. Up a level I find a big pile of the pass cards 
that are needed for the front door. They are about the size of a credit card 
and made of the same sort of plastic. They are a number of different solid 
colors and have nothing printed on them, but each is punched with a number 
of five pointed star shaped holes. The number and pattern of holes 1s unique 
to each card. I put a couple in my pocket. 


I explore some more finding piles of different types of objects on different 
platforms. None are of particular interest. I return to the floor level and walk 
through a door. I am in a big open courtyard that is dominated by a huge 
pool. It is like a swimming pool, but it is in an abstract shape with many 
angles. It seems to be only about four feet deep. There are a number of 
people in the pool, all fully clothed including the lad I had been with. I get 
his attention and show him the cards, but he is only marginally interested. 
He insists that I jump into the pool. I protest that it will destroy my cell 
phone. He reaches into his pocket below the waterline and pulls out his own 
phone to show me that won't happen. The phone is dripping wet, but the 
screen is brightly lit and it is apparently in working order. I jump into the 
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pool and join him and others in front of a big screen TV over one part of the 
pool. 


The TV displays funny cat videos from the internet. We are all laughing. 


9/3/2016 


Like everyone else, I didn't know anything about the simps until they 
noticed me. I guess that's how it works. We can't make note of their presence 
until they have made note of ours, then suddenly they seem to be 
everywhere. Lanky yellow, long faced humanoids. They walk slightly 
stooped over. They have very large hands and are entirely hairless. I 
inherently know that they lack the power of speech. They are nude and 
sexless. The simps are solitary. There are a lot of them, but they are never 
seen in pairs or in groups. The one that noticed me approached me and laid a 
huge dry hand on my shoulder and looked me in the eyes briefly. Its large 
eyes were solid deep black as if they were all pupil. It dropped its hand and 
moved on in long strides. Its arms didn't swing, but rather hung limply, its 
finger tips almost reaching to its knees. And now I saw them everywhere. 
Standing on corners or sitting on a bench, but mostly stalking through the 
streets in long bobbing steps going who-knows-where. Once in a while I 
would see one stop and take notice of someone. Sometimes the human 
would be startled by the simp suddenly coming into their awareness. They 
might look around warily now being able to notice the silent beings we 
shared our world with. 
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In the dream, something kept me from talking to other people about the 
simps, even others who I knew could see them too. It was like a powerful 
inhibition. Whenever I wanted to bring up the simps, I would find myself 
asking directions or telling a joke or complaining about the government. 


9/4/2016 


I return from someplace on my bike and discover that something has 
completely stripped off my tires and left me riding on bare rubber 
innertubes. 


9/5/2016 


I am living in a terrible rooming house. The rooms have been divided up 
weirdly. In my room it is obvious that there used to be a wall in one place 
and there are two different kinds of wall paper on either side of the scar from 
where it had been. I use a toilet on the other side of the building. 


I suffer Home invasion through the back window. Two guys, very 
thuggish and angry break in through the window when I am sleeping. I try to 
drive them off but they are too much for me and I have to run. I talk to the 
landlord and other tenants about it. They seem to know all about these guys. 
They seem to have decided that my second floor room is the best point of 
entry into the building. I am discussing it with my neighbors, a couple in the 
room next door. There is a door between out rooms that can be opened. I 
discover that they have their own bathroom with two toilets. The two toilets 
are placed very strangely. They are touching front to front at an angle that 
prevents the lid of either one from closing properly. 


The next time the thugs come I dial the cops and then leave the building 
with the two neighbors. 


We are out on the street and a car pulls up and parks. It is a hatchback with 
the rear door removed. There is a lady driving. In the back is a skinny and 
rather unkempt looking tiger and also a little dog. The tiger and the dog 
seem to be best friends. 


I wake up to go to the bathroom. 
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9/10/2016 
Dream #1 


I am on a Christmas trip with my family. There are five of us. We are 
named Alfaro. We have received an invitation from another branch of the 
family to spend Christmas with them. The invitation was intricately carved 
on the inside of a wooden box and beautifully painted. How could we turn it 
down? The father of that family is my cousin. My kids like his kids, but my 
wife dislikes his wife, but we went anyway because Christmas. We are on a 
train and playing word games. We arrive at our destination city. In this town 
everyone gets around by scooters or skateboards. I am given a skateboard, 
but I have never ridden one before. I keep falling and landing painfully. 


Dream #2 


I am on a committee to nominate the next justice of the Supreme Court. 
We have to meet with several special groups of retired judges to discuss our 
recommendations and and benefit from their wisdom. The group we are 
meeting with today are judges who are criminally insane. They are said to be 
quite wise and honest despite their inner demons that encourage them to 
criminal acts. We are waiting outside of the house they occupy because we 
must be formally admitted, but I have to go to the bathroom. It would be 
unseemly for me to simply urinate on a bush. I have to enter the house 
through a side door being careful not to be seen. I cannot find the bathroom 
but I discover a door with various holes in it. I put my penis through one of 
the holes and start to urinate. An insane judge sees me, but he just nods and 
smiles. 


Dream #3 


Because no one else would do it, I have become a high school gymnastics 
coach. It turns out that I have a knack for it and people have been writing 
magazine stories about me and the kids adore me. My kids can do 
*amazing™ things! Vaults with multiple flips, Superhero-like leaps. Go so 
fast on the pommel horse that they are a blur. Nonetheless, I find the job 
bothersome and I want out. I have decided to secretly leave town. I am in a 
cafe at the train station. At the next table are a couple of Asian women, a 
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high school aged girl and her mother. The girl keeps trying to catch my eye 
at first I think she is flirting, but it isn’t quite that. Whenever she thinks I’m 
not looking she puts a post-it note on me that has a number written on it. It is 
a different number each time. I have to go to the bathroom and go. The two 
of them also decide to go to the bathroom. The bathroom is a large metal 
box divided into men’s on one side and ladies on the other. Once inside I 
realize that there is a window with a metal screen between the two side of 
the bathroom so the women and I can see each other so we end up urinating 
in full view of one another. The girl lifts her shirt and presses her tiny 
breasts against the dividing screen. She thinks this is hilarious. 


9/17/2016 


My brothers and I are at my mother's place for Christmas. The three of 
us are sleeping in one bed like the Three Stooges. We are all much closer in 
age than we are in waking life. In this dream we are all in out twenties. Mom 
wants us to get out of bed and enjoy the day. That's what she says, but she 
really wants us to do some chores. I finally get up because I want to go to 
the shop to get some wine. Simon turns on the TV looking for a monster 
movie festival. Kim goes into the kitchen and paints funny animals on the 
walls. It is warm outside even though it is December. I go outside wearing a 
short sleeved shirt and sandals. Mom calls after me. I think she says "get 
cheese!". I find a flower and put it in the band of a fedora hat I am wearing. 


9/19/2016 


I am in the shop and a man comes in with a special mounting/display job. 
He shows us a mock up that is about 11"x14". It is a bamboo frame that has 
stretched with leather thongs a roughly cut piece of skin that is painted with 
jagged glyphs that resemble black cartoon lightening bolts. I pick it up and I 
notice that if I look at it from a different angle the skin becomes a tiny bound 
man who struggles against his bonds in the frame. He is not a replica, but a 
living being, but he can only be seen looking at the piece obliquely. I am 
highly creeped-out, but I asked "What size?" 

"At least 6 feet tall" 
I say I have to see if we have the materials. In the back I discover that we 
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have poles of bamboo in numerous sizes and I am trying to select ones that 
will fit the job. It takes a while. I return to the counter to find the frame 
empty except for a few broken leather thongs and the man who brought it is 
gone. 


9/20/2016 


For some reason I need to have a radio with me wherever I am and I have 
bought several of them, mostly they are white plastic. Why I must have them 
is very clear to me, but that explanation has now slipped away. 

I am heading up the street. I’m not sure if I am bicycling or walking. It is a 
different street, but it seems to be somehow overlaid on Kirkland Street in 
Cambridge. I spot a woman managing a construction site, it is Nancy, the 
animator. I stop and say hello and she immediately starts trying to get me to 
take up the great opportunity that getting into construction could afford me. 
She seems to have a whole presentation on the subject memorized. I politely 
tell her that I must be on my way and proceed up the stree to what I realize is 
my appointment. 

There is a restaurant at the junction of Kirkland and Beacon which is my 
destination. The woman I meet is an attractive brunette. Oddly, from some 
angles she is Sarah Palin, but from most she isn’t. We are seated at a long 
table with many other people all of whom seem pleased to see me. I am 
apparently an important person although in what way I am not sure, but 
everyone wants a bit of face time with me and engage me on a variety of 
subjects. We are being served chorus after chorus of small servings of a 
number of different foods. Tiny tea sandwiches, small bowls of noodles, 
steamed vegetables, nuts and fruits and what-have-you. There are several 
waiters and they are all masked. The one that is waiting on us is wearing a 
mask that looks like a smiling Arab with a red beard. All of the features are 
molded in shiny plastic. His hat is a round cap with five equally spaced fins 
like Mickey Mouse ears. I admire it and the waiter explains how the ears can 
be removed and takes them all of but one which is now like a shark’s fin on 
the back of his head. The woman I am with laughs at this. There is a stage 
with entertainment. A guitarist and an accordionist accompany three nude 
woman dancers who gyrate sensually. The woman I am with is trying to 
mess with me under the table during the performance. She seems determined 
to try and give me a hand job but I make her stop. One of the men at the 
table gets my attention and starts talking about an advertising campaign he is 
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working on and would very much like my opinion about it. I tell him I 
would be happy to look at it and he says, “I have a copy of the film right 
here!” and he places a small metal case in front of me that is held closed 
with metal clasps. Curiously I undo the clasps and look inside, but there is 
no reel of film. The container is filled with mostly rusty thumb tacks. I tilt 
the case toward him so he can see inside and he is terribly embarrassed. He 
is making profuse apologies, but the woman wants to go now and takes my 
hand leading me outside. There is a market on the street. Sort of a yard sale 
and sort of a farmer’s market. I realize that I want to buy a pie. The woman 
is signing autographs for people at the market. I see that the name she is 
signing is Buckminster Fuller. 


9/22/2016 


I don't know if I am in the afterlife or what, but what is happening is 
intended to be a punishment of some sort. 


Through an undefined twist of insanity, one year my high school 
newspaper had somehow published its entire contents for all of my time in 
school at once. I remembered well that it had been a legendary undertaking. 
I had worked on the paper, but so had everyone else. Everyone had gotten a 
copy. Six telephone book sized screw post bound stacks of newsprint for 
every student. On a bookshelf it would be three feet long. One of the 
volumes was nothing but page after page of a very lame comic strip that 
literally no one had ever read. Producing the thing had been an episode of 
shared madness that anyone who attended the school at the time was happy 
to have mostly forgotten. 


Anyway, I had been taken to this room somewhere where there was a copy 
of this horrific artifact that someone had unbound for God-only-knows what 
reason and the duty had fallen to me to rearrange and rebind the pages. This 
was not a pleasant trip down memory lane. All of my good memories of my 
high school years took place after hours. School itself meant less than 
nothing to me. Each page that I had to carefully match up was a reminder of 
lame and inconsequential goings on. Basketball team, literary club, chess 
club, tomorrow's scientists, debate club, track team, etc. Names I had mostly 
forgotten and seeing them again didn't awaken any sorts of feelings at all 
really. 
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This pointless task seemed to go on forever and filled me with loathing, 
but bit by bit I reassembled the six volumes and tightened the screws, placed 
them on a shelf and was finally allowed to leave. 


It just trailed off. 


Note: Upon waking I remained convinced for a bit that this thing actually had been 
published as I described and only after having been awake for 15 minutes or so did it 
sink in that the very existence of this publication had been a dream. It was so detailed, 
seemed so much like a real memory. 


10/2/2016 
This is from a short nap. 


I am in the basement of a large building watching TV with a woman on a 
big couch. The woman and IJ are cuddling on the couch and are mostly nude. 
In spite of that comfort level we are only acquaintances. I think the place is 
an Apartment building. I guess where we are is some sort of common area. I 
want to return to my room or apartment to feed my cat who has started 
meowing at me impatiently. The woman is flipping channels and comes 
upon a movie that I decide that I want to stay and watch. The movie is a 
comedy about several scientists that work for the same R&D company that 
are in competition to develop invisibility. They have all got it weirdly half 
right in different ways. One of them has somehow made half of his head 
disappear. Another has a cage full of rats that appear to be gaseous. Another 
guy has a sheep that is mostly invisible except for it skeleton. One has a 
concrete cube that is perfectly invisible, but only from certain angles that he 
has misplaced in a hallway and people keep tripping over it, but can see it 
once they have fallen and there is much comedy derived from their not 
understanding how they couldn't have seen it in their way so they decide to 
move it but once they get up they can't see it and end up tripping over it 
again. Comedy gold. 


Anyway, the cat won't shut up so we put the cat and a bunch of my stuff 
into the elevator to take them to my place. The woman wants to stop at her 
floor for something so we go to her apartment and it turns out that she wants 
to fool around. I'm not averse, but I want to get the cat and my other shit out 
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of the elevator. So we go back to the elevator and the doors open, but the cat 
and my stuff aren't there but a bunch of furniture and boxes are. I'm 
annoyed, but we get into the elevator which goes up way past where my 
place is to the 20th floor and opens into an apartment where a group of 
people are moving in and simultaneously having a party. They haven't seen 
the cat or my stuff and I realize that I'll have to make flyers and put them 
around the building about it. They won't let me take the elevator because 
they are using it, but there is a second one that is only an open platform that 
we can use. A number of the women at the party want to help find my cat. 
Some of them are very pretty and apparently in their underwear which 
annoys the woman I was originally with who tells them we don't need any 
help. I say "Nonsense, the more the merrier!" which for some reason annoys 
her even more. We stop at another floor where a ping-pong game is taking 
place. This floor looks like it is under construction. There are now elevator 
platforms everywhere and we split up onto them. Mine starts to go down 
very far and I wake up. 


10/5/2016 


The building is getting some sort of work done that requires that someone 
be admitted to the apartments. The service person is a young blonde woman. 
She wore a grease monkey suit and a gray bill cap, but she had very red 
lipstick which struck me as odd for daytime on the job. My neighbor was out 
but had left me a key so I could admit any work crew that was coming 
around that day. I let her in and followed her to where she had to adjust the 
veeblefitzer (I actually have no idea what utility she represented) which was 
a small device attached to the wall next to the sink. My neighbor's apartment 
had very nearly every shelf crowded with ceramic dogs. In waking life I 
have never been in her apartment, but I do imagine her to be the type who 
would collect porcelain dogs. The worker did her thing and we left. In the 
evening I see that my neighbor has left taped to my door an envelope that 
contains three pills. 


Later I am in some guy's apartment. Apparently we are friends. He has 
given me a vinyl copy of Arlo Guthrie's Alice's Restaurant album and we are 
sitting around listening to it. The view from his window shows a lot of the 
town. I realize that the cars fly, like they have helicopter blades on their 
roofs. They park on special pads. Every house seems to have one right by 
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the kitchen entrance. I realize it is the future. I start to notice that the view 
outside the window is actually a model and that we are actually in a movie 
about the future. I then realize that we are actually watching a movie about 
the future. Then I realize that we are only discussing the future. 


10/9/2016 
This is a dream from a nap 


The location is slightly confusing. It seems to both be in my office and 
outside my house at the same time. Someone I am acquainted with has 
apparently decided to send me an elaborate gift/surprise performance. On 
my lawn I am taking a fat card out of the mailbox . It has "For Seth" written 
on it in big letters. | am trying to open it. It isn't that easy as it is made of 
thick bristol board. 

I notice two sullen looking stoner dudes standing near a tent that has been 
pitched in the yard. One of them says, "You have to go in the tent to get the 
surprise". 

At about this point I realize that my mailbox, the two guys and my tent are 
in my office and that I actually have work to do. I am a little paranoid. I'm 
thinking that this "fun gift" might actually be some sort of unsavory prank. I 
tell them, "I have work to do." 


"Aw dude, if you don't go in the tent, we don't get paid!" Says one of the 
guys. 
My boss walks by and asks, "Do you have the EMJ for 12:30?" 


"Don't worry, it will be on time." I say to the Stoner guys, "Ya see, work!" 


In my front yard a sudden cascade of water rushes down the street. It 
sweeps away the tent and the two guys. I finally get the envelope opened. 
On a card in feminine looking script are the words "I miss you." 
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10/10/2016 


I'm in a big event hall doing work to set up for a banquet of some sort. 
There is a woman who may be the person in charge, I'm not sure, but she is 
pilling tables together to form roughly circular groups that will then be 
covered with a cloth to seat a group. The tables are heavy wood and she is 
struggling with them. I keep offering to help, but she swears that she has it 
under control and I should just continue with what I am doing. She starts 
to cry, but it doesn't seem to be from the exertion of her work. It seems 
hormonal, like her internal chemistry is forcing her to and she hates it, hates 
appearing weak. 


I insist on helping her out and she relents and shows me the plan for 
arranging the tables. They have to be in ten circles with no tables left over. 
It's like a puzzle and we do it wrong once with a table left over and she starts 
crying again and I have to encourage her to carry on. For some reason 
setting up for this banquet is *very* important to her. I couldn't care less 
myself. I think this is just a day labor job for me. Nonetheless I feel obliged 
to get her to buck up and get the job done and console her as much as 
possible even though her tears don't have to do with what is going on. 


We finally get it done. I am exhausted from having to deal with her, but 
she now feels some sort of bond with me and wants to go get a drink with 
me, but I can't deal with her for another second and leave. 


I am drinking scotch in a bar by myself and I spot her across the room 
drinking alone and glaring at me accusingly. 


10/13/2016 


I’m in a room with a fireplace. There is no fire burning in it. There is a 
hole in the wall next to it. There is a snake in the hole that keeps sticking his 
head out and flicking his tongue at me. I know he is venomous and I plan to 
kill him if he comes all the way out. The snake pulls his head back in and a 
bird comes out of the hole. It is a skeevy looking thing with stubby feathers 
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about the size of a chicken. Obviously flightless. It squawks at me as if 
demanding something. I become angry and chase it around the room until it 
goes back into the hole. A cat comes out of the hole, a fat lazy tom. Gray 
tabby. He sits and looks at me expectantly. I tell him that I can’t have a cat 
and that he has to go. I go over and open the door so he can go out, but he 
doesn’t move. I pick him up and realize that he is twice the size I thought he 
was, a good twenty pounds. He goes limp like a sit-in protester and is 
difficult to hold, but I schlep him toward the door. I’m trying to push him 
out the door, but he is even bigger now, like the size of a hippopotamus. He 
isn’t exactly resisting being put outside, but he sure isn’t helping either. He 
is finally out the front door as large as a dinosaur. He meows at me 
inquiringly. 


10/16/2016 


There was a mysterious man with tired features like someone who had 
seen too much. He showed up at the place where I worked and lived with 
several other people. I don't know their names but there was red headed guy, 
Chinese girl, Black Lady and College kid. The man showed up at the back 
door in the night the first time he came bringing boxes of stuff. He gave red 
headed guy the willies and he quit and moved out. The man was very afraid 
of something. Just outside there were strange creatures like giant toads that 
seemed part human. He was gone in the morning. 


His boxes were full of books and tools. We didn't work that day. It was 
apparently a retail business of some sort but no one came to buy anything 
and we had no stock on the shelves. Chinese girl teased me by running 
around the shop naked. She was slender with tiny breasts. She said if I could 
catch her I could have her, but I didn't even try. I would later find her 
performing enthusiastic oral sex on College kid in the kitchen. 


The man came again in the night. He looked terrible. There were hideous 
humanoid creatures standing with him in the doorway, but I wouldn't admit 
them only him. He said he needed to get a kidney transplant. It turned out 
that Black Lady knew how to do that and led him away for the surgery. I do 
not know where the kidney was going to come from. 
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I was looking at a book out of one of his boxes that had colorful pictures 
from some fantasy film that looked like it had been made to closely resemble 
the look of an old fairy tale book. I wanted to know the title, but I couldn't 
read the text. It was in some exotic language. I was going mad over it when 
the man reappeared looking much more healthy. I wanted to ask him about 
the movie but he interrupted me and handed me a greasy bag closed with a 
zipper. It contained an odd lug-nut that looked like it was cut for a Phillips 
driver on top although the cross indentation was off center. I saw that there 
were lamprey-mouthed horror creatures outside the window. He saw what I 
was looking at and said "My friends are here for me." 
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10/26/2016 
I don’t have all of it, but parts I remember. 


The best donut shop was supposed to be in Amherst and I was toying with 
the idea of hitchhiking there to get a donut. Even in the context of a dream it 
seemed like an absurdly frivolous idea. I got one ride that took me only a 
couple of miles before I decided it was a stupid idea and decided to walk 
back. I am walking along the shoulder of the highway and there are also 
animals walking in the same direction as me. One of them is a very shaggy 
white gorilla. There is a frantic flightless bird among them that some people 
are trying to catch. 


Back in town I had a job. I was working on a film doing some writing. The 
star of the film was a guy who was a bully in my junior high school. One of 
the other writers had discovered that he had once had a cruel nick name and 
wanted to change the name of his character to it Just to tweak him. I didn’t 
want to and one of the other guys accused me of still being scared of him 
after all these years. 


10/31/2016 


I am in my office. I have been assigned to create a model of the new 
building that we will be moving to (IRL we are not moving). It is made of 
chip board and pieces of balsa held together with Elmer’s glue, rubber bands 
and thumb tacks. The model is on casters. For some reason I believe that it 
will be moved into place and *become”* the new building. 

Apparently I have dozed off or otherwise become unaware of my 
surroundings for some time and when I return to awareness I discover that 
there is a pile of wrapped gifts for me at the foot of the model building and 
that the building itself has been hung with Christmas ornaments. I know that 
Christmas is still a couple of months off so I am puzzled. I’m also a bit 
angry for the model having these glass balls hung all over it. People are 
saying “open your presents!” They are terribly excited. I am mostly annoyed 
by the unwanted attention, but attempt to be gracious and start opening 
presents and smile at everyone. The presents are mostly items of clothing, 
good and apparently expensive clothing, but nothing I am inclined to wear. 
Each package has a card which everyone wants me to read aloud. The whole 
business seems to go on forever. Mercifully, my alarm goes off. 
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11/2/2016 


As I was on the edge between sleep and wakefulness, I was visited by a 
man from the Pensacola Mushroom Alliance. He just wanted to confirm my 
Zip Code. 


11/3/2016 


I have acquired a small camper/trailer but I have no car to haul it. There is 
someone else with me, their identity varies from moment to moment. Inside 
the trailer is an elaborate 3-D printer that can make anything in any material. 
I am told that I can only use each printer template a few times before it is no 
good anymore, but I am dying to test it. One of the templates is a girl rowing 
a boat which I decide to print out in string. The printer produces the girl and 
boat, about 10 inches long in perfect elaborate macramé. What I didn't 
expect was that the girl 1s alive and pulling the oars. She looks up at me with 
her tiny knotted eyes. 


We have no car to pull the trailer, but we can push it. We discover that 
once we get it going we can sort of surf it down the street. My companion 
wants to go to a comic book store. I want to play with the printer. I printed 
out the girl again, this time in black basalt. This one is also alive. WE are 
now rolling through a large connected series of parking lots. The trailer 
seems to know where it is going on its own. 


We are at the comic store which is huge. I am immediately drawn to a big 
rack that contains nothing but golden age Flash Comics. There are also 
shelves full of tiny toy animals that are alive. The guy at the counter seems 
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to be a ghost. My companion buys many of the animals and has them 
squirming in a cloth sack. I pick up an issue of Flash. 


On the way out we see two women in flowing white gowns on their knees 
eating from a pile of trash in the middle of the floor. 


11/8/2016 


I don't know if it is past, future or alternate universe, but it isn't precisely 
the world we live in. 


There is a town on the coast that the people proudly say is the first place 
that the sun touches in America. Sixty years ago in this town there was a 
man of great learning. I want to call him a professor, but there was no 
college or university in the neighborhood. Maybe it is better to cal him a 
sage. He rose in the night to discover in his parlor a maiden of fire dancing 
to music only she could hear. He could not believe his eyes and tentatively 
reached out to touch her and discovered that she was not fire but flesh. They 
made love and she became human and he took her as his wife. She bore 
children with mysterious abilities. It was only partially clear to me exactly 
what those abilities specifically were except that one of the sons could throw 
a ball a mile. One of the daughters could build marvelous clockwork 
mechanisms that could perform all sorts of tasks. These children were an 
important force in changing the world. 


Sixty years later a woman wearing something like a nun's habit only it 
was brilliant orange was leading a tour group of teenage girls through the 
town. The girls all wore skirts that reached mid calf. Their hair was bobbed 
at mid neck. Each wore a loose fitting white blouse. They were shown 
various important places in the sage's life. Each had a significance to the 
spiritual development of the girls. This place was a lesson in obedience, that 
place was a lesson in humility, another a lesson in industry and so on. They 
came to the room where the sage met the fire maiden. On the wall was a 
painting of the dancing fire maiden. In this room the girls opened their 
blouses and exposed their bare breasts. The woman in orange one by one 
laid her hands upon each girl's naked breasts and said "life and fire". Each 
girl seemed to be filled with joy. They then filed out of the room. This all 
seemed like a standard rite for girls of a certain age to go through. 
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11/11/2016 


Where I was wasn't obvious while I was having the dream, but upon 
waking I realize it was an apartment complex I lived in for a while as a 
child. 


I was part of a group of guys who didn't really belong here, interlopers of 
some sort. It was like we were secretly doing research about the people who 
lived here. Spies. We were spies. Although I cannot remember our exact 
purpose or agenda, I was a dissenter. It somehow seemed wrong to me. We 
had our headquarters in one of the apartments. We knew about stuff that 
other people didn't know about like that there was a civilization at the center 
of the Earth and that animals would talk to you if you knew their secret 
name. 


There was another group that was trying to lure me away. They were under 
the impression that I was a brainwashed captive. Scott was one of them. He 
was leaving home made glossy magazines for me to find in various places 
with clues that only I would understand. One of them had his face on the 
cover. It was blurred out, but I still knew it was him. 


Inside the apartment where we gathered our data it was the present day, 
but when you stepped out the door it was the 1960s. I was captured and 
taken home. 


11/12/2016 


Pretty typical trying to get home dream except that I seem to be female in 
this one. A college aged woman. 


I'm in some town in western Mass and I want to get a bus back to the 
Boston area. For some reason a ticket to Boston is over two hundred dollars! 
Being a woman by myself I don't want to hitchhike except as an absolute last 
resort. There is a cafe in the bus station and I go there looking to see if I 
might find anyone who can help me out, but I am sort of too alien to them to 
gain their sympathy. I just seem to radiate an *outsider* vibe or something. 


A trucker offers to take me to Boston in exchange for sex. I do briefly 
consider it, but decide I'm not in that place yet and hope I never would be. I 
muttered something about Jesus as an excuse and walked away. 
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I leave the station and find an unlocked bicycle and set off for home on it. 


11/13/2016 


It all started with a companion and I’m getting a ride across country in a 
big delivery type van driven by Chuck Berry. This was about 50 year old 
Chuck Berry. He lamented about how nobody cared about him anymore. I 
said that I did very much, but maybe he should write some new songs. "Are 
you saying my old stuff is no good?" He asked petulantly. I dropped the 
subject. 


We stopped in Louisiana where it was my job to get rid of the collection 
box from the truck's toilet. It was a four foot by two foot by one foot 
corrugated cardboard box that had a sealed plastic bag inside filled with 
waste. There was no easy legal way to dump it so I had to come up with 
something clever. I checked into a rooming house in a town with the box as 
part of my luggage. I knew that it wasn't wise to ask the people who owned 
the house about how to get rid of the box, but I did ask the gardener who 
told me that there was a bottomless pit in the basement. He would show me 
where it was for five bucks. He even helped me haul it down there. The bag 
inside the box was thin and the contents sloshed about enough that I worried 
that it might break, but we got it to the pit in one piece and dropped it in. 


I stayed in the town a few days and made art on small pieces of stiff shirt 
cardboard, crayon drawings of flowers mostly, but I had to meet up with 
Chuck so we could continue on. 


There was a town in Texas where they didn't want us to leave until Chuck 
agreed to be grand marshal of their parade that had something to do with 
Jesus and football. He was on a float playing Roll Over Beethoven with a 
brass band backing him up. 


I became aware that my family was looking for me. My face was on flyers 
posted various places, people kept thinking they recognized me, like "aren't 
you that guy? That guy who is missing?" 

To which I would say, "Missing? I'm right here!" 


We made it to California. Chuck was spending his time in gambling halls. 
He kept on getting beaten at poker by a precocious little black girl and didn't 
see the humor in it. He wanted to get a contract on her, but I talked him out 
of it. 
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The dream devolved into this thing about the local library and cheese and 
mice. It was complicated and I can't sort out the details. 


11/19/2016 


I'm at work, but it's really different. The place is in a large complex the 
business of which seems to mostly be hospitality. I am sent to get some 
bourbon from a liquor store that is on the other side of the building. It is 
right next to a brothel that is doing a brisk business. Men are entering and 
leaving very quickly. The shelves of the liquor store are labyrinthine and 
poorly organized. It takes me a while to find what I am looking for, but I 
finally find it. The cashier has one arm. His right arm ends just above where 
his elbow would be. I realize that I have to go to the bathroom so I decide to 
use the one in the brothel. The girls wandering around the place are all in 
costume. French courtesans, space girls, beatniks, hippy chicks, cave girls, 
cowgirls, Tudor era ladies, etc. All of the men had no pants. I found the 
bathroom but I don't remember actually using it. At some point I put down 
the bottle of booze and lost track of it. I went back to work where I was 
working in a small separate room binding plans. They are large and I really 
don't have enough space to lay everything out flat to do a good job of it. I 
realize that I am using improperly marked binder strips so I dash off back to 
the office to get the right ones. For some reason I am dressed as a chef and I 
am running through a huge dining room being set up for a banquet of some 
sort. There are several other chefs dashing through the place. I run past a 
couple of them and remark "Chefs in a hurry!" they both give me a slight 
smile. I wake. 


11/21/2016 


Frank Sinatra dies at the age of 99. He has a huge state funeral. All flags are 
at half-mast. People are weeping. The navy names an aircraft carrier for him. 


12/6/2016 


This sort of belongs to the dream journal. The chorus in a slightly different form came to me in 
a dream back in August. I woke up the other morning somehow knowing the rest of the song 
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although I can't remember any dream from then. Still and all, this was written mostly by my 
unconscious mind. 


A Drinking Song 


I have traveled on sea and the land, 
have soaked in water and choked on the sand, 
I have visited palaces, taverns and towns, 
Yes I have ventured the whole great world round 
I have beheld sights, impossibly grand 
But there is one wonder that above others stand! 


Ladies’ bottoms! Oh, Ladies’ bottoms! 
There is nothing finer than ladies’ bottoms! 
Should I become rich, or I should stay poor, 
Sit on a throne or squat on the floor, 

There is one song that I always shall sing, 
That a lady’s bottom is life’s finest thing! 


Should providence grant me one hundred years 
To love and to battle, have laughter and tears 
To wander the world and see what’s to be seen 
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Through jungle and ocean where no one has been 
To meet holy men, become terribly wise 
still no finer sight shall e'er meet my eyes! 


Ladies’ bottoms! Oh, Ladies’ bottoms! 
There is nothing finer than ladies’ bottoms! 
Should I become rich, or I should stay poor, 
Sit on a throne or squat on the floor, 

There is one song that I always shall sing, 
That a lady’s bottom is life’s finest thing! 


NOTE: I later added two more verses that had a completely conscious 
origin, but I think that they blend well with the previous verses. 


By all that is holy and all I hold dear, 

I have journeyed through this life for year after year, 
I have had fortunes, the good and the bad, 

and suffered vicissitudes happy and sad. 

I have sought riches and I have sought fame, 

But there is one love that is always the same! 
(chorus) 

When I meet a young man just starting in life, 
Who is borne down by money and trifles and strife, 
I tell him the world contains wonderful things, 

The joys and the beauty that life truly brings! 
For what really matters you needn’t sail far, 
The true joys of life are right where you are! 


(chorus) 
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12/8/2016 


I am at a large event that is vaguely associated with the Church of the 
Subgenius. It is outdoors somewhere in California. One guy has issued 
special commemorative coins that levitate in a magnetic field. Some are 
stamped with images of continents, others just have numbers on them. 


I get into an argument with a guy because I said a wildebeest was an ugly 
creature. He took offense and had to lecture me at length about the gnu's 
special beauty. 


I couldn't wake up fast enough. 


12/9/2016 


After coming into the office this morning I dozed off at my desk, probably 
because my stuffy head kept me from sleeping all that well last night. 
Anyway I had a rather vivid dream 


Someone had left me a gift of an odd model rocket. It was about 24 inches 
tall and painted red with no details. It had both a front and a rear payload 
compartment designed to accommodate an egg. In model rocketry, one 
standard challenge is to loft a hen's egg aboard a rock and return it unbroken 
to the Earth. For several reasons a payload compartment in the rear is almost 
unheard of. For one thing you want anything with a lot of mass up front for 
stability in flight and you also don't want a payload right next to the hot 
motor. So this second payload compartment seemed quite strange. It 
appeared to be designed to fly on "E" motors. 


I was very curious as to who might have left me this strange gift. I thought 
it might be Scott, but he said it wasn't him and he pointed at another guy and 
said "He did it." I looked and the person he had pointed out was the actor 
Kevin James. 


A co worker yelled "Good Morning!" at me and I woke. 
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12/13/2016 


I go to visit a friend at work. He works for Howard Stern as a writer. 
When I arrive I am told I can’t see my friend because the writer’s room is 
“on a roll” with something and they can’t be interrupted. It turns out though 
that Howard wants my help with something. For some reason he is 
reviewing dozens of episodes of Robot Chicken. I ask him why “are you 
looking for a particular gag?” His answers are vague at best. I don’t want to 
push him on it. He is a big guy and could kick my ass. He keeps directing 
me to get this or that volume from a collection of scrap books on a shelf. The 
scrap books seem to all be about various events in my own life. 

I really want to brush my teeth. They feel fuzzy. I burst into the writer’s 
room and ask for a toothbrush. The best they can offer me is Q-tips. I’m told 
not to use “the good ones”. 


12/15/2016 


I'm not sure what is going on. It is some big gathering. A convention of 
some sort. There is a stage with a podium and someone presiding and a 
milling crowd on the floor below. No seats, everyone is standing. The person 
at the podium is a woman in a blue skirted business suit. She is neither 
young nor old. She is displaying an oddly shaped container made of 
something delicate and crystalline, maybe sugar. The shape resembles the 
hull of a boat. She opens it to display the inside that is filled with crystals 
like a geode. The crystals are sparkling white. She puts it aside and starts 
displaying other items made of the same substance. They are random 
containers, soup cans, cigarette packs, jelly jars, etc. 


I wander out of the big room to another where a guy is handing out 
samples of "SHRINKO". It is a small cup of green fluid. A person will drink 
it and disappear. What actually happens is that they have been instantly 
reduced to the size of an ant. I am warned that I need to step carefully 
because thousands have tried it and they are all over the room. There is a 
camera set up with a macro lens pointing at a little part of the floor anda 
monitor so big people can talk to little people. Not only are the people tiny, 
but they have also grown antennae which are constantly in motion. The little 
people have become belligerent and want to establish their own nation. Too 
many of them have been stepped on by "bigs" and they need their own 
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sovereign space for safety. It makes a certain amount of sense even though 
the territory they wish to claim for their land is a hotel ballroom. They also 
want a guaranteed supply of SHRINKO so they can all stay small. 


12/16/2016 


I was involved in shooting an independent film. We were working in an 
upscale New York City apartment. I had a thing for the leading lady who 
was a geek goddess type. She didn't know I was alive. The director was a 
baboon who walked upright. He was very serious about the work. 


One of the writers is doing an impression of me that is insultingly 
hilarious. 


12/21/2016 


Wow! Really vivid dream just dozed off at my desk. I was out no more 
than ten minutes. 


I'm in the office and I notice that the ceiling is leaking. It's a suspended 
ceiling. My real office doesn't have that. The ceiling tiles are sodden and 
sagging. Suddenly all over the office it is raining indoors. I'm yelling at 
people to cover the machines with umbrellas and our coats so everything 
won't be destroyed. It's just getting worse. I wake. 


12/27/2016 
This one is a little odd. There is no narrative thread. 


There is an animal. He is about the size of a large dog. He has grayish fur. 
It is built like a four-footed beast, but the actual number of legs is variable 
when viewed from different angles. Sometimes the impression is almost 
centipede-like. His feet seem to be a compromise between claws and hoofs. 
From his back emerge six spiky appendages that somewhat resemble crab or 
spider legs. His face is halfway between that of a wolf and a boar. 
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In literature it is recorded as having appeared and abruptly disappeared in 
various places throughout human history. There are illustrations of him in 
medieval manuscripts, ancient Chinese scrolls, inscribed on Sumerian walls, 
mentioned in 19th century scientific papers. It has been given several names, 
but for some reason I have come to refer to him as Cerberus. I realize that he 
actually exists in a higher dimension and is somehow associated with time 
travel. 


I want to hunt him down, but I sense that there is some danger in that. Not 
that he is a particularly belligerent or fearsome animal, but that knowledge 
of him in and of itself is somehow dangerous. Some people who have seen 
him have ended up suffering from serious mental illness or other 
misfortunes. 


12/29/2016 


I'm in the convenience store, the Tedeschi's near my office. I'm at the 
counter buying a box of cookies. Fudge Stripes. I look behind me and I see 
that there are rabbits frolicking on the linoleum floor of the store. A lady 
next to me hands me a gun. "You gotta kill 'em" she says. 


I look at the gun. It's a flintlock handgun with a wide barrel flared at the 
front like a blunderbuss. The gun isn't made of metal, but of heavy crockery. 
The barrel looks like it was made on a potter's wheel. It has been glazed in 
bright colors. I hesitate. There are high tech ceramic guns, but this isn't one 
of them. It's regular clay and I can't imagine it doing anything but explode 
and blow my hand off if I fire it. "Ya gotta kill 'em." repeats the lady. One of 
the rabbits is looking up at me wiggling his nose in curiosity. 


I wake. 
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1/3/2017 


My boss is involved in the production of porniture, pornographic furniture. 
All of the documents that prove his involvement are in one of the 200 
lockers and he has offered a *big* bonus to whoever finds it before his 
higher ups do. The problem is we only know the combination codes to the 
few of them that have contents directly relevant to our work which is only 
about twenty of them. 


My thought is to hell with my boss, I just want to get into locker #167. The 
*9oodies* are in that one. Good whiskey, monster movie DVDs, Little 
Debbie cakes, Jazz records, etc. That is the prize I want to get my hands on 
and I set to conniving to make it happen. 


I volunteer to check in with the higher ups and offer an excuse to obtain all 
of the combination codes. It had something to do with throwing a party for 
the Fearless Leader, the boss of all the bosses. 


They were intrigued by my idea, but insisted that I come to the head office 
and make a presentation of my idea before they would give me the codes. I 
tell my co-workers what is up and head off to do my thing. My song and 
dance works and the give me the codes, which was a large leather bound 
book and I run back to finally get into #167! I get there to find that the boss 
had gotten impatient and opened them all with a crowbar and found the 
evidence and incidentally had consumed everything in #167 along the way, 
but he gave me credit for my brilliant plan and I got the big bonus! 
Nonetheless, I was despondent because I didn't get to #167. My co-workers 
were puzzled, after all I got the big bonus. 


"Yeah, but doggie wanted a biscuit." I say. 


1/5/2017 
I wish I could remember more of this. It was long and complex. 


Kevin Hart, the famous comedian was known to be a time traveler. He 
hadn't actually traveled in time but had been in suspended animation for 
eleven years between 1995 and 2006, but everyone called him a time 
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traveler. Anyway now he was in a hit sitcom loosely based on that 
experience and it was hilarious. His character's trademark was his giant brick 
sized cell phone. In real life he had failed to regain consciousness following 
an appendectomy and they had frozen him until they could figure out what 
to do, but in the show he had been in an experiment by the army. While he 
had been out, his brain had been writing comedy material so he became a 
huge star within a month of finally being woken up. Not only did he have 
the show, but stand up specials and he was in all kinds of commercials, often 
for things it would be odd to use him as a spokesman for like tampons and 
allergy drugs. 


There was a lot more, but that is all I can remember 


1/8/2017 


My large document machine at work was replaced with a smaller one that 
used rolls of paper that are folded so they are shorter but unfold in the 
machine so they print just as wide so that a roll of 36" paper is just 18" wide 
for instance. To me it seemed like a useless and potentially trouble prone 
feature. The machine doesn't run on electricity but burns a radioactive 
isotope of hydrogen. "The fuel of the future" I am told. My boss wanted me 
to print something for him, but for some reason I wasn't doing it. He was 
also wearing a series of silly masks which he seemed to think was hilarious 
but everyone else thought it was stupid. He kept having strips of bacon sent 
over to my desk. He was just acting generally weird. 


1/19/2017 


I am at a big military surplus sale. The featured item are personal re-entry 
devices for soldiers to be dropped from orbit that were devised for an 
invasion that never took place. They were pretty cheap considering that they 
likely cost thousands of dollars to make originally. It consisted of an 8 foot 
wide heat shield that strapped to the user's back and a single use jet pack that 
had a machine gun mount on it. The gun didn't come with it. The jet pack 
would get the user from fifty thousand feet to the ground exactly once. It 
could not be refueled. It was preferred over a parachute because the user was 
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harder to spot at high altitude. Of course you had to wear a space suit while 
using this thing and it didn't come with that either. The rig cost about three 
hundred bucks. There were a lot of guys there arguing with their wives about 
how they *had* to get one of these. To me they seemed pretty useless. There 
might be some useful composite materials in the heat shield. The Rocket 
motors could possibly be re-purposed for something although the housing of 
the jet pack looked pretty hard to get into. Used a kind of screw head I had 
never seen before. The whole business seemed kind of useless. Just an 
oddball military collectible that would take up a bunch of space. I never did 
find out who the proposed invasion was supposed to be against. 


1/22/2017 


Started as some sort of James Bond type scenario but I wasn't particularly 
competent at spying and was captured by the arch villain. He looked like 
Klaus Kinski and he wore a leather suit. The item it had been my job to steal 
was something he didn't consider all that valuable. He wasn't eager to torture 
me and just kept me tied to a bed while he discussed other things with his 
henchmen. 


Then everything changed. They were all gone and I could get up from the 
bed. I heard sound in another room. I went in and there was a woman 
cooking. Actually a male friend of mine who had gotten obviously very poor 
sex reassignment surgery. She was nude and covered in scars. She was 
trying to be sexually provocative, but was actually one of the most 
unappealing sights I had ever beheld. She was deep frying things and handed 
me one to try. She had a huge bin of various fruits next to her and I had 
assumed that it was one of those, but what was in my hand was what looked 
like a tiny basketball. I ate it, but it had no actual taste and I asked "Is this 
real food?" 


She looked at me with real disappointment in her eyes but didn't answer so 
I came closer to see if I could find out what the "fruits" actually were, but 
she wouldn't let me get near her work area, held me back from approaching. 


I woke. 
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1/29/2017 
I don't have the full dream, but this part I have. 


I am at some sort of beach side resort in the dead of winter. My mother is 
with me. She is as she was in her final days barely conscious of her 
surroundings. There was a sort of terrace that hung out directly over the 
water. My mother was part of a group of people looking out over the ice floe 
filled water. I was farther inside, but I saw through a window that a huge 
polar bear was swimming toward the terrace. I raced out there to pull Mom 
from the side of the terrace when the bear jumped out of the water onto the 
platform and stood on its hind legs towering over us all. I was trying to lead 
Mom away but she didn't want to move. I practically had to drag her. That 
was when I woke 


2/3/2017 


Often, perhaps four times a week, I report to room 405 at the hospital. 
There is a project involving people of my sort. I'm not sure if we have a birth 
defect or if we are a new emerging species and the doctors are tight lipped 
about that. We come because we get free medical care and they pay us as 
well. We all look related as if we were family. All of us have sort of a 
squarish head with large ears, a small button nose and a long upper lip witha 
pronounced philtrum. We tend to be short and broad shouldered. When I am 
in the hospital I am discouraged from using my name as are the doctors. I 
am number 81, Group 6. I presume that means that there are at least five 
more 81s out there somewhere, but the doctors aren't telling if there are. 
Long ago I stopped trying to get information out of them. I am relatively 
healthy compared to many who I see when I visit room 405. Genetic 
disorders are rampant among us. I have gotten to know 103 a bit although 
we don't know each other's real names. She has something like cerebral 
palsy and uses a wheel chair. Number 8 has seizures and his hands shake 
constantly. 


I have a project I am working on. It is a tiny, insect sized gas powered 
model airplane. I have been building it under a stereo microscope for 
months. Today I am ready to fly it for the first time. I carry it held in a small 
surgical clamp. I head along a thickly wooded lane to get to where I plan to 
fly it. To one side there is a vegetable garden being tended by a teenage girl 
and a large man in a rabbit suit. The girl smiles and waves at me. The man 
just stares at me from his bunny mask. I get bad vibes from him. I just smile 
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and walk on. A few yards down, the bunny man suddenly emerges from the 
trees and he is holding a shotgun. I turn and run and he is chasing me. I hear 
the girl's voice call out but I don't understand her words. 


I wake. 


2/8/2017 


I am at an outdoor event like a company picnic or something like that. Lots 
of people having lunch on the grass. There are dogs and children, people 
playing guitars, throwing Frisbees, etc. 


I am walking through this scene there is a burly orange tom cat walking 
beside me. He frequently runs off to pounce on a bird or a squirrel and 
bloodily rip them apart. He isn't eating them, he is just killing for fun. He 
also kills a puppy that has wandered away from his people. The puppy 
makes an awful sound as the cat tears him open. I'm worried that people will 
think he is my cat. He isn't, he is just hanging around me. People are giving 
me dirty looks. 


2/13/2017 


I know where this one came from sort of. I had just watched the Rick and 
Morty episode about Rick's romantic involvement with the hive mind. 


I have two jobs, defense of the fortress and fucking the queen whenever 
she wants to be fucked. When it happens is never up to me, but when she 
wants it I'm expected to perform. I am completely surrounded by women, 
but they might as well not exist so far as I am concerned. They are always 
busy and besides we are mutually unappealing. They are either lesbians or 
simply so work obsessed that they are totally uninteresting. Some of them 
are very butchy military types. The others are harried workers. All they want 
to do is run errands or repair walls or work in the green houses and nursery. 


The other males, we aren't friends, we don't bear any ill will toward one 
another, but sometimes for one reason or another we have to try to kill one 
another, mostly when the Queen summons two of us at the same time. Then 
we draw swords. Either one must kill the other or the queen must make a 
selection and the other will simple stand down. Our lives are served at her 
pleasure. 
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2/14/2017 


Two of them today, both incomplete. 


1. Tam on some sort of errand that is taking me all over Westchester 
county in New York. I am getting around via subterranean rail vehicles. 
They are not like regular subway trains. They are a single car about the size 
of a bus, tapered cylinders and perfectly tightly fitted within their tunnels 
like a bullet in the barrel of a gun. The stops are not stations, but just places 
where the earth and rock are broken through a bit exposing the tube. 


I have to see a man in Ossining. He has a peculiar idea that that Jiu 
Jitsu can be derived from quotes from lines in random books. He attempts to 
demonstrate and ends up breaking a lamp apparently through the power of 
his mind. In White Plains I pick up a cage containing a number of small 
rodents which I must take to an address in Peekskill. The woman I deliver 
them to carefully weighs them and tells me I must now bring them to a 
school in Dobbs Ferry. I have lunch in Yonkers where I am distracted girl 
watching. The women in Yonkers all have fabulous legs and butts, and the 
narrative decays. 


2. 1am trying to ship vegetables. I have wrapped three heads of Iceberg 
lettuce in plastic and am taping them together as one package. I have a box 
filled with cherry tomatoes. Both are going to Canada. 


2/18/2017 


I am living in some sort of futuristic archology kind of deal. I don’t know 
if it’s really the future or not. I have a job. I am an instructor in some 
technical field I teach classes to college age people. The students are 
attentive, polite and dull. Everyone, including me wears a sort of ‘70s era 
SciFi type jumpsuit with a V-neck and short silvery naugahyde boots. 
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The complex stands in a desert that is rumored to be inhabited by gigantic 
monsters, but no one seems to have ever seen one. Inside the place looks like 
a vast shopping mall, but a part of it is set up to resemble a 20th century 
town, the town of White Plains where in waking life I spent my teenage 
years. In my spare time I would go to the simulated city and walk the length 
of Mamaroneck Avenue which is pretty much as it looked in 1969. I had a 
map of project houses that had been built in the town, mostly by hobbyists. 
They were mostly small, single floor with only one or two rooms, but some 
were larger. They were supposed to be educational examples of various 
kinds of architecture. There was one I visited frequently. The plaque on the 
door explained that it was supposed to emulate a style found in France in the 
late 19th century. I have no idea if it really did, probably not because in real 
waking life I am sketchy at best on historic architecture, particularly of 
houses. Anyway I would visit this place which had two rooms and wasn’t 
completely finished. There were notes scribbled on the walls in pencil about 
how some detail or another goes there and how the creator of the place 
would happily accept donations to make that detail. The place had a little 
day bed in the back room where I would nap occasionally. I did on this 
occasion only to wake and see an Asian man smiling at me. “Comfortable, 
isn’t it?” he said. 


I asked who he was and it turned out that he had made the place. He said I 
was welcome to stay but he was having people in and was going to give a 
lecture about the house so I likely wouldn’t be able to continue my nap. 


I elected to leave. 


There was a woman who taught a class like mine who I was ina 
relationship with. I don’t know if it was romantic or not. We never touched 
or kissed. She had vague ideas about wanting to leave the complex. It wasn’t 
forbidden, but it wasn’t recommended either because monsters. She had 
heard about this place several miles across the desert. 


Our supervisor was really against such jaunts and claimed that he had lost 
two excellent instructors to desert monsters, but I thought he was lying about 
that as I didn’t know of any actual evidence of the monsters. They were like 
Bigfoot, people would talk about seeing them but they never had proof. 


One day we go down the long ramp to the desert floor where the woman’s 
car is. The car looks like a shiny blue plastic toy dune buggy. It’s the size of 
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areal car, but it looks like it has been molded in one piece. 


There is a guy who is there to keep an eye on it and she asks me to pay 
him. My billfold contains perfectly ordinary 21st century American currency 
which, even in the dream, I find a little strange, but I give him twenty bucks 
and we are on our way. 


We are having a bumpy ride bouncing along shallow dunes. The dunes are 
starting to undulate like the surface of a sea and the desert in fact is turning 
into the ocean. Our car is now a wooden boat and we are zooming along 
creating a high, frothy wake. 


My point of view has changed and I am behind the boat watching it speed 
away. 


I wake. 
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= I have Geratadiad to visit my er aay Not where she lived in wane 
» Connecticut, somewhere different. It seemed like a small town. Where 
B she lived was sort of an apartment complex with wooden deck common 
§ avenues between the various houses. In the town, the complex was 
called the River House. They were full two or three storey houses, 
not just apartments. It was built in three tiers with Mom's house 
being on the second so there was a wood deck above her roof. 

The upper tier houses got sun all day long. The houses on the 
bottom tier were always in twilighty gloom but they 
were always nice and cool in summer. The entire 
thing was huge and 
stretched for most of a 

mile snaking through 
the town along the edge 
of a narrow river. The 
tiers were connected by 
ramps. Many people used 
in middle age. bicycles or roller 
skates to get from place to place in 
the complex. The avenue was fairly 
narrow so the house on the middle 
tier got sun in the morning and the 
afternoon. 


~ My "mother was 


I was in my late teens, maybe 
l 19 years old. 
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My mother was glad to see me, but she also immediately put me to 
work. She had me straighten pictures and take out the trash. I was 
sent to the market to fetch various odd products, bags of thick, 
hard biscuits or wads of incredibly stinky cheese, sometimes large 
freshly caught and still flapping around fish. None of these were 
things she served me at meals. 


People occupying some of the other houses were old family 
friends although their exact identities were obscure to me. One of 
them came by the house when Mom was out to invite us to dinner. He 
was known for his parties, picnics and barbecues. He had a big house 
on the upper tier. When Mom got back I told her about the invite. 
She warned me_to behave myself when we went. He had some kids around 
my.wage, a son and two daughters, "but they are nice, not rude 
and crude like you! 


Later that day another man showed up. He said he needed my help 
with something important. The thing about this guy is that he was in 
a device that was something like the "lifter" rigs from the movie 
Alien II but with 
much more hand 
like claws, and he 
was accompanied by 
a large, 9 foot 
tall or so and 
very broad, 
humanoid robot a 
little like 
Gigantor. 

He was a private 
detective and was 
investigating 
something that had 
to do with my 
mother's property. 
I needed to go with 
him immediately. 
The robot made a 
grinding sound. 


We went away from the River House into a more normal residential area 
and we were approaching a house. "This is the place" the man said. 
Just then I hear a shout. In the distance were two other men in 
lifters like the detective had spotted us and were pointing in our 
direction. "Damn!" the man said. "We can't waste any time! Follow me!" 
He and the robot headed around the back of the house in long 
thumping strides as I ran behind. Around the back was a basement 
bulkhead that the man directed the robot to open. The robot tore the 
y entire thing off with ease 
revealing broken steps 
going farther down that they 
seemed like they ought to 
given the standard suburban 
architecture of the house.. 
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The robot handed me a pair of 
goggles and motioned for me to 
put them on. 


The other two were coming 
down behind us. They didn't 
have goggles like ours so we 
could see them, but they 
couldn't see us. One of our 
pursuers was wearing some 
sort of super hero costume 
with an emblem of a bird on 
his chest. The other was a 
guy in a suit and a fedora 
hat. He looked like a 
henchman in a Republic 
serial. 
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They allowed me to see in dark 

and I saw that the detective was 

wearing a pair as well. We went 

down the stairs into near total 
darkness. 


The detective said to me. "We'll 
hold them off, you go!" He and 
the robot engaged the other two 
claw to claw in battle. 

I ran off down a corridor. 


, 
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I arrived at a small room that was well lit. My goggles were 
gone. There were two tables, they both had several random looking 
objects on them. There was a small monster, maybe three feet tall. 

He came out from behind one of the tables and pointed at me and said 


"Halt" and I was now on one of the tables. I had been transformed \ 
into a small disc like a poker chip and I was ina glass box, but 


that was only for a few seconds. 


s 


I was someplace completely different. Somehow I knew it to be another 

dimension and I was a player in a sort of game or contest. I was a 
little monster like the one in the 
room and there were others like me. 
We were traveling around this 
world we were in collecting bits of 


information that we were using to 
create odd, flower-like sculptures, 
they seemed to be of cloth and 
metal and were as big as houses. 
The one of us who made the one 
most beautiful would win a prize. 

I thought I was doing well at bo 
building my project and at 
hindering others from building 


y 
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went on for a while and I woke 
. LEE LON REAR ESSERE a 


205 


3/7/2017 


There was a perfectly adorable little girl living at the home where I had 
been invited for dinner. She wanted to show me her bear named 
"Wilderbee". "Oh yes! You must meet Wilderbee!" said her father with a 
wink. So I resigned myself to being shown her stuffed toy. She took me by 
the hand and led me to her room. In there was an enormous, surly looking, 
foul smelling grizzly bear. I was startled awake 


3/20/2017 


I have gone to the Store 24 to get a couple of things. The employees seem 
to think I work there. I explain that I don't, that I'm only a customer. On the 
way out I go to pick up a half pint sized bottle of milk, but I can see that 
there is only water inside and it is only half full at that, but they force me to 
take it anyway. At home I am in bed trying to sleep, but the store 24 
employees are there in my bedroom tending a small garden where they are 
growing light-bulbs. A long fluorescent tube shatters when one of them 
waters it. 


My alarm goes off. 


3/29/2017 


I guess I am at a big hotel/convention center and somehow I have gone in 
a wrong door and I am now part of some company's "team building" 
weekend. I am clearly out of place here, but no one seems to know or care 
and there are various weird "exercises" going on. A personable young man 
recruits me for one. His selling point is that completing it is worth seven 
points and there will be cocktails after. I know that I don't belong here and in 
fact am supposed to somewhere else, although I don't remember where, but 
hey, cocktails. I am brought into a room with several other people from 
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various branches around the Northeast I am told and a couple of 
international affiliates. I tell them my name and they slap a nametag on me. 


The "exercise" is recreating scenes from The Office, a TV show that I 
am marginally acquainted with, but never followed in depth. In my waking 
life I have seen the British series and random episodes of the American one. 
Anyway they are handing out cards to everyone that have lists of names of 
characters. I'm looking at it and some of the names seem familiar like 
Dwight, Jim, Michael, but others seem to be nonsense like Hora, Nelpi or 
Dravel. I'm told that I'm going to play Dravel and the others assure me that it 
will be fun because Dravel is such a funny character. There is a guy, he is 
foreign, some of us think he is from Israel, but others are sure he is South 
American and he is going around putting little foam plastic covers over the 
electric outlets. They are blue marked with a red triangle and he says it is a 
special memorial for his people. Everyone but me seems to know what he is 
talking about and nod their heads in grave acknowledgement. We are about 
to do the scene and I start telling people that I can't do this that there is no 
way I can pull this off and that I don't belong here anyway. Of course since 
these people are involved in a team building exercise it is incumbent on 
them to assure me I can do it and that I am great not understanding that I 
really am not part of their company and have no idea what this is about. 


I run and the dream fades. 


4/9/2017 


I'm working at some well financed software start up company. I'm not 
sure how I got the job and I definitely don't know what I'm doing, but 
everyone seems to like me and are satisfied with my performance. Everyone 
there are stealing something. Monitors, cans of coffee from the lunchroom, 
toner for the copy machines, basically anything that isn't nailed down. I learn 
from a coworker that the product we are scheduled to launch is a huge scam, 
but all of the big money people will be out with their investor's money 
before it hits the streets. I'm thinking I should quit, but the money is good. 
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4/10/2017 


I am assembling blocks of some sort on a board. Maybe they are Legos, 
but sometimes they are definitely not. Sometimes it feels like I am just 
writing code and visualizing the result. It almost feels like a game. There are 
a few different types of blocks. Some are "meters" those are cubes that 
switch from white to black and back again. Some are "doors" that switch 
from black to transparent when touched. There were "magic" blocks that 
could turn into any other kind of block at any time and there were "vampire" 
blocks that absorbed any other block they touched. Sometimes it seemed like 
the blocks had complex internal mechanisms and others they just seemed 
like simple cubes. I was convinced that I could somehow bring this into the 
real world, but I was not even sure what it was for. Only the "meter" blocks 
moved, all of the others were stationary parts of the landscape. I was 
absolutely certain that this was somehow relevant to the real world. I was 
aware of a subtext when I was there that made it all make sense, but that part 
I simply cannot remember. 


4/24/2017 


The spacecraft is tiny, claustrophobia inducing. I have orbited the Earth 20 
times in a little under a day. I have a single tiny window, round about the 
size of a CD. I am passing over Japan heading east. The retro rocket has 
fired and I am descending into the atmosphere. At this point I have no 
personal control over the coffin-sized capsule. People on the ground are in 
charge at this point. I was even told in training that my having the ability 
to make alterations during re-entry would only inject unpredictability and 
chaos into the process. There is a red glow outside of the window. I know 
that the capsule was built with no redundancies. It will protect me and bring 
me home alive if absolutely *nothing* goes wrong. The top men in their 
fields have worked on it. Everything has been tested ten times over and then 
tested again. The red in the window has turned to yellow and I also notice 
that the metal of the walls of the capsule are growing hot. The paint is 
smoking slightly. It smells terrible. The revealed bare metal has a soft red 
glow. I turn my face away. If I don't actually look at my death, perhaps it 
won't find me. I hit the radio button. I call out to Doctor Mulligan. 
"Shouldn't the chute have popped by now?" 
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His voice comes back encased in crackling static. "Sit still and shut up." 


I have crossed over Mexico. The cabin is full of smoke. I can still breath, 
but just barely. A plate suddenly tears free from the capsule wall with a loud 
ripping sound leaving a large hole open to the outside. I see blue sky just 
beyond the flames. 


I wake. 


5/5/2017 


I can only remember the last part of this so I know who some of the 
characters are, but not how I know or how I ended up where I did. 


I was in a house where lived some pretty hardcore drug users although the 
exact drug in question was never revealed to me and I didn't indulge myself. 
The people that lived there were in the habit of acquiring small objects, 
usually valuable, and hiding them in papier mache piggy banks that they 
would build around them. They were all painted a matte grey color. I picked 
one up and heard something rattle inside. Looking in through the slot in the 
top I could see that it was a diamond ring. One of the guys started talking to 
me about how much he liked diamonds and hoped to get his hands on a 
really large one someday. I told him how I had once seen the Hope diamond 
in a museum and he said that was one of the ones he hoped to own someday. 


There was a woman who visited. She was attractive, maybe in her early 
'40s, a medical doctor. She seemed to be friends with the people of the 
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household. Something about me interested her, but I don't think it was 
sexual. She was asking me a lot of questions, some of them about myself 
and others that seemed to be part of a general knowledge quiz. "What is the 
distance to the Moon?", "What is the capital of Malta?", things like that. It 
went on for a long time and I started giving nonsensical answers. She didn't 
seem to care or notice. 


At some point I noticed that my Swiss army knife was missing from my 
belt pouch. It is an expensive Swiss Champ model and I was eager to 
recover it. I was concerned that it could easily end up inside a papier mache 
pig. One of the guys took me aside and told me where I could get a new one 
and we were suddenly at a big flea market. He introduced me to this fast 
talking black guy who had a huge poofy afro and was wearing a light blue 
bell-bottomed leisure suit. He placed in my hand something that he claimed 
was a Swiss army knife, but I couldn't see any blades. It was some sort of 
small electrical appliance with a flip out plug. It was made of blue and white 
plastic. It seemed well made, but I had no idea what it was. My companion 
asked him the price. He said $60. That was exactly how much money I had 
on me and I saw that the salesman and my companion had made meaningful 
eye contact in such a way as to suggest that this was a setup of some sort. I 
turned and walked out into the street which happened to be Copley Square, 
but it was different, as if it was Copley Square 50 years in the future. I was 
going up a stairway outside of Prudential center that was covered in deep 
snow. 


My alarm went off. 


5/11/2017 


I have a meeting with an obscure cult. The members are very secretive and 
it is hard to meet with them. They meet in the basements of old buildings 
throughout the town. 


I am told to find a particular path in the woods. When I find it, it is 
covered with sticks and difficult to walk over. There are also many holes 
that I could step in and hurt myself so I go slowly. I reach a small wooden 
house and I enter through the basement door. The room is full of noisy 
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people who are responding positively to someone on a raised dais who is 
beating a baby doll with a golf club. I take notes and leave. 


Returning only a little while later I find the basement empty and dark so I 
turn to leave but am stopped by a man. He was the guy beating the baby 
doll. He asks who I am and why I'm here. I tell him I was curious about the 
cult. He says that if I have any questions I should call him and he gives me 
his card. 


I am walking back along the path but the sticks have been cleared away 
and the holes have been filled. I take the guy's card out of my pocket to look 
at it and see that it is a playing card, the nine of clubs. 


5/19/2017 


It started out that I was working for a company that designed devices like 
cell phones that could find and retrieve lost objects. Random lost objects that 
did not necessarily belong to the person who owned the phone. Every so 
often an LED would light up to indicate one was there and you could then 
open a compartment and some coins or a set of car keys or a scrap of paper 
with a phone number drunkenly scrawled on it would come out. Sometimes 
the objects were completely unidentifiable, like maybe they didn't even 
come from Earth. 


We were also discovering how to build robots in our mind. 


The building we worked in had all of its bathrooms under construction. 
People were mostly pissing in the bushes outside. 


Someone asked if anyone could smell Dr. Pepper. I answered in the guise 
of a young child that I could smell it. 


There was more but it was muddled. 
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5/23/2017 


A man approached me. He looked me in the eyes. He said that there is one 
thing I must remember at all costs. It was a phrase. I woke and typed it and 
fell quickly back to sleep. I awoke this morning to find that it was "Gading- 
badoing-gadinga". 


6/7/2017-first sleep 


The president, sometimes he is Donald Trump, sometimes he is someone 
else, has somehow briefly gotten his hands on equipment that opens 
alternate realities. Briefly is all it took for absolute, ultimate disaster. An 
alternate Earth emerges from the mists of probability and passes close 
enough to us to disturb our orbit then falls past us into the Sun. We are in 
radio and television contact with them and get to see how they experience 
the final horror. The dimensional portal is still open and other alternate 
Earths come through one after another passing close threatening to rip us 
from our orbit and then finally meeting its fate in the solar inferno. 
Important men are in my house trying to reassure one another that this is not 
their fault. The president is insisting that the scientist who invented the 
device is to blame even though it was he who caused the disaster by playing 
with the device like a child. We can see the other Earths in the sky. Our day 
and night cycle has been disturbed so that we never know when or for how 
long it will be day or night. The president assures us that he has top men that 
will solve this problem even though at this point ten entire Earths have been 
destroyed with all of their people, animals, forests, oceans and mountains 
and we have heard the final wails of each and every one of them. 


I am drinking and laughing at the powerful men who reassure one another 
that they are not to blame. That has become the only thing they are willing to 
talk about. The day is now only a couple of hours long and the sun seems 
bigger each time I see it. 


I wake. 


God. I have to go back to bed. 
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6/7/2017 


I have been given an odd novelty gift. It is a black plastic box about 2 x 8 
x 5 inches completely sealed. On one of the short faces behind a small clear 
plastic window is a small two bladed propeller that spins constantly. I can 
open the little window and stop it with my finger. When I take my finger 
away it just starts right up again. There is a jack in the side from which I can 
charge a cell phone or other small device, but the box itself never needs to 
be charged. It is a perpetual motion machine. I desperately want to know 
how it works and have to discipline myself not to crack it open. I want to 
scale it up and start a power company, but I know that if I break it I probably 
won't be able to fix it. 


6/9/2017 


It’s fuzzy how it began. I have a companion who knows me very well. I 
think he is a version of me with different parts of my personality 
emphasized. 


A skeevy looking guy appears, he has longish hair, he is skinny and he 
wears a filthy trench coat. His face resembles Iggy Pop. He tells us about a 
place he has been. There will be great rewards if we go there. He hands me a 
key that is attached to a pink plastic tag by a length of string about 8 inches 
long. 


After the fellow leaves I become excited by the prospects of what I might 
find, but my companion is sure it is a fool’s errand perhaps even dangerous. 
I tell him I am going if he comes or not. 


I am making my way across a field. It has short, unhealthy looking grass 
and pits in it filled partway with dirty looking water. There are various 
hummocks and small hills. The key falls out of my pocket several times. 
Each time I notice that the string that joins the key to the pink plastic tag has 
grown longer and that the key has become untied from it and I have to tie it 
back on.. The final time the string is around twenty feet long and I have to 
bunch it up into a great wad to stuff it back into my pocket. 


Protruding from the side of one of the hills is the entrance to some sort of 
concrete structure. A bunker maybe. There is a door sized notch in the 
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concrete facade. My companion implores me not to approach. He seems 
very fearful. The sun is going down and I pull out my phone to use as a 
flashlight and proceed toward the bunker. My companion follows at a 
distance. 


I go up to the notch which is about seven feet high and about five feet 
deep. The right side and the back are just smooth concrete. On the left there 
is a metal door with a latch handle and a keyhole. I try the key. I already 
know that it will work. I push the door open and look back to my 
companion. “Are you coming or not?” I ask impatiently. He nods and 
follows. 


The interior is like a dusty basement. It is lit by a single dim bulb that 
hangs from a wire overhead. The only way in or out is through the door I 
just used. There are shelves and boxes everywhere. Everything in them and 
on them is at least vaguely familiar. I am realizing that they are all things I 
had once had possession of but had gone out of my life. Old comic books 
and books, odd curios, appliances, etc. One box contained every pair of 
glasses I had ever worn. Every publication I had ever been involved with 
since junior high school, art I had ever made and lost or given away. This 
place is the crypt of my past. 


I came upon one box underneath a pile of ‘zines I had published in the ‘90s. 
It contained all of my forgotten ideas. I am *so* happy! I open the box. 


The alarm goes off. 
6/15/2017 


I met a beautiful young woman who seemed to be the leader of a cult made 
up mostly of young men who were rowdy, witless jackanapes. She was 
Asian with high cheekbones and a wonderful figure. She was very flirtatious 
smiling, leaning close and touching me frequently. We kissed while I cupped 
her breasts through her thin top which gave me a throbbing erection. She 
invited me to watch an erotic film with her. We were on a large couch and 
she was very nearly nude. She invited me to shed my own clothing which I 
did eagerly. During the film we cuddled, kissed and petted. She stroked my 
penis a bit and even lightly kissed it and briefly sucked it, but she rebuffed 
any attempt I made at taking things further with a simple "Let's not". 


Unbeknown to me at the time she had made a bet with her fratboyish 
minions that I would behave myself and not attempt to force myself on her. I 
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later come to consciousness alone and naked on the couch. The guys, 
apparently disappointed with losing their wager had made off with my 
clothes and I had to make do with a girly looking robe abandoned by the 
woman. 


I wandered around town wrapped in the robe with no phone or money 
trying to figure out a way to raise subway fare. At one point I attempted to 
join a children's trick diving contest, but was escorted away as a probable 
pervert. I found nickels and dimes on the street and finally had my fare 
together. 


I didn't experience the ride, but I was home. My computer was gone and I 
was writing a story with a pencil and paper, but I was writing the same line 
over and over again. "The doctors could not establish the veracity of his 
outlandish claims." 


I woke. 


6/23/2017 


I'm seeing a woman. I don't know how I ended up with her. I'm not that 
into her physically, neither her appearance nor sexually. She is also kind of 
annoying and aggressively boring, one of those people who simply must be 
talking every second lest silence creep in and remind her of death I suppose. 
Oddly sometimes her droning on makes me crave it. Anyway we are at her 
apartment which is huge. She is apparently well off because she has two 
people who work for her. One of them is a young blonde woman who seems 
to be a maid although I never see her cleaning and the place isn't actually all 
that clean. The other is a well-dressed Hispanic man with long hair who 
might be a butler. He seems to have taken a dislike to me. 


The woman wants to have a luncheon with her friends. I remark that the 
place is untidy and that neither of us are really dressed to receive guests. 
"We'll just have to tidy up then!" she says. Instead of logically asking her 
what the maid is for, I dutifully set about picking up in the living room while 
the maid is out on the deck having a smoke. 
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Soon people are there. A few of them are far more interesting women than 
my girlfriend. I am particularly distracted by a raven haired beauty in a 
slinky deep blue dress. 


My girlfriend is dashing around serving hors d'oeuvres to the various 
guests while the "butler" is standing around looking bored. I figure that she 
is so busy that I might as well go make some small talk with the gal in the 
blue dress, but whenever I move in that direction she seems to be looking 
directly at me. 


I go into the other room and find myself confronted by the butler. 
Something I have done has somehow wounded his sense of pride. He has my 
spare clothing and says "This is my domain!" and empties a container of 
gravy onto my clothes. 


While I am standing there trying to decide if I should make an effort to get 
this motherfucker fired or just split and never come back, my alarm goes off. 


6/25/2017 


I don't remember much of the dream but one thing in it was that Spanky 
McFarlane had started a chain of burger joints after his film career had 
ended. Original SpankyBurger. The logo was a cartoon version of his Our 
Gang persona winking and biting into a huge burger. SpankyBurger was 
renowned as the very best road food in America in the '50s and '60s. 


7/6/2017 


I'm in my bed, but my room is slightly different. I see ants crawling on my 
bedside table. Some of them have carried out a large "honeypot" ant, its 
abdomen swollen with sugary fluid. In real life these are about the size of 
grapes, but this one is the size of an egg. The other ants leave it there. It 
cannot move on its own so it just sits there. Up over the edge of the table 
comes a large centipede, maybe six or seven inches long. It bites into the 
honeypot ant and crawls inside of its abdomen as fluid squirts out. It is all 
curled up inside the ant's body and is changing, growing. The whole thing 
swells to about the size of a baseball. the ant has degenerated into a 
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yellowish, slimy membrane and no longer holds its shape. Finally a creature 
bursts out but it is no longer a centipede. It is worm like with an arrow 
shaped head and a long tail small human like arms and legs. It is pale yellow 
with visible veins running through it. It wriggles onto the floor and continues 
to grow. As it grows it takes on a more humanoid form, It is a human 
woman, now with almost snow white skin, no hair anywhere. She lies on the 
floor . Her back is arched. Her eyes are albino pink. I am horrified. 


I wake. 


7i12/2017 


We were a group, a quasi military band, perhaps revolutionaries. six or 
seven of us, men and women, making our way through suburban back yards 
under occasional fire from the enemy. We were not super well armed, a 
couple of handguns, a bow and arrow, various knives. Oddly we were all 
dressed Porky Pig style, shirts, but no pants. 


We had to get to our contact who was Ilya Kuryakin from the '60s Man 
from U.N.C.L.E. TV show. He was much more professional and better 
trained than we were and took command of us right away. We were holed up 
in the basement of a house that had a big chest freezer full of Swanson TV 
dinners so we figured we could stay as long as we had to. 


Illya objected to all of our dicks hanging out and gave everyone, men and 
women alike, men's style briefs. He then proceeded to lecture all of us on the 
theory of Capitalism and how it enriched a powerful elite at the expense of 
the masses. 


He had drawn several diagrams on a whiteboard before I woke up. 
7/13/2017 


I have somehow gotten stranded in London, a place I don't know and have 
never been, but I need to get along there for a while and raise money to get 
home. For some reason it strikes me as a good idea to fake an English accent 
and get a job as a tour guide. I was thinking I might meet an American 
tourist who could get a message home for me. It never occurs to me to make 
a phone call? Dream logic. 


Anyway I am giving a tour to a party of German little people. They are all 
very excited to be in London. They all speak perfect English, but amongst 
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themselves they chatter in German. I'm supposed to show them all the 
famous sights, but I don't know the town and I try to fake it. I take them to a 
zoo which I inform them was built on the site where the Tower of London 
once stood. I tell them that the British Museum is Buckingham Palace. I 
show them a tree in a park and tell them it is where Jack the Ripper was 
hanged. I don't know if they are going for my bullshit or not, but they chatter 
excitedly in German after everything I say and they seem to be having a 
great time. We all get lunch at McDonald's which I tell them is traditional 
fish and chips. 


7/20/2017 


I am working in a print shop. It is quite different from the one I work in in 
my waking life. It is a huge factory floor with hundreds of workers 
organized into several teams of four to twelve workers each. There are 
presses and finishing equipment of all kinds everywhere and many large 
work tables. 


I am involved in binding a huge set of drawings of various sizes into a 
book. The largest are 48"x60", but some individual pages are shorter or 
narrower. There are a few that are fully sixty inches long but only four 
inches wide. There are even some 8 1/2x11 sheets in there and as a result it 
is very difficult to keep everything properly aligned. "Jogged" as we say in 
the business. I am working with two other guys to get the thing done. We 
have three sets like this and they are due in the morning. 


One of the guys I'm working with has started lecturing on the subject of 
hydraulics as it is related to civic water service and about how large captured 
bubbles can lead to variances in pressure which in turn can cause main 
breaches. 

For some reason we are fascinated. 


A woman that supposedly is interested in me has come to see me at work, 
but I have to concentrate on my task before I can pay any attention to her. I 
explain that I am busy, but I will be done soon. She does not take it well. 
She starts flirting with the guys I am working with. She turns to the guy who 
is talking about plumbing. Her back is to me, but I can tell she is showing 
him her breasts and he loses his place in this discussion of air bubbles. She 
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starts tickling him and he trips knocking over the table and the pages slide 
onto the floor. They run off apparently to have sex somewhere. 


The floor manager yells at me "Pick that shit up and get back to work! You 
can't go home until it’s done.” I'm fixing the table and ask my other co- 
worker to go find the guy who ran off with my girlfriend. He hasn't returned 
by the time I have everything back on the table. 


I'm pissed. 
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= In this dream (and in real wakin 
TT ie ee ' 
Hi 


life) there are many little hidden gallery spaces 
in the Harvard Square area. 
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I have some sort of involvement with a French woman whose 
apparent motive for having any contact with me is to rent me 
one of these spaces. She is attractive, appears to be in her 
mid thirties with a slender figure. She has shoulder length 
brown hair and striking blue eyes. She always is perfectly put 
together, tasteful makeup, perfectly manicured and painted nails 
that were color coordinated with her outfit, etc. Not a type of 
woman that particularly draws me. I'm not a fan of people who 
are super fussy about their presentation, she does have kind of 
a charming accent though. She is not actually the nicest or 
most easy going person. No matter what the outcome of any given 
f Situation, she is never quite happy. There is always. 
times. 
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disappear in a flash 
in them. They are not 
visible from Brattle 
street and there is 
no signage on the 
street so that if you 
don't know a 
particular business 
is there, there is 
nothing that would 
let you know anything 
was there. 


sort of a Penal) ground Level 
11 full of tiny spaces that 


= 1 om e ee 

She has an office there in the back of 
a shop that sells herbal medications 
‘ for cats. We meet there where she does 
everything possible to keep me 
interested. She gives me coffee and 
snacks, she compliments me feedingagiem 
y my intellectual vanity by hanging 
on my every word, laughing at all 
of my jokes no matter how slight 4 
and she performs very skillful, bu ad 
passionless oral sex on me, all in Md 
hopes that I will rent a 300 square ~ 
foot gallery space from her. There / ff 
are 12 units in this little mall. 9 
It makes me wonder how many blowjobs 
she performs a day to keep all of these) 
high turnover spaces rented. 
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I agree to take a look ata y 
space called the Brooks gallery: 
The place is obviously in the 
process of being vacated. It 
looks like it had not only been 
3 a gallery, but the person had 
| been living there as well. There 
ware a bunch of very uninteresting 
‘paintings piled against the wall 
as well as suitcases and a rack 
of hanging women's clothing. There 
is a small pile of xeroxed flyers 
by the door that announce New 
Paintings by Steven Rand at 
s Gi ey: The opening ff 


U 


The French woman has left me alone to examine| 


fhe space. There is actually a neon sign above 
the door that says Brooks Gallery, but the 
. letter K flickers annoyingly. I'm wondering if 
\ can remove it if I rent the place. I'm not 
S actually looking for a gallery, but for 
\y someplace to perform a science experiment 
Decrees 1000 toads. The woman who is moving A 
out comes in to start taking out her stuff. 
She is a middle aged earthy/crunchy hippie lj 
) type.Quite friendly. She warns me that if I 
)) flush the toilet in the tiny bathroom while 
the faucet running it will back up. I 
thank her. All of her stuff is gone and 
the gallery is empty.I am running my fingers over the wall 
feeling the texture of the paint. I turn around and the Srench* 
woman is in the doorway. She is completely nude and is 1c 1 
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7/29/2017 


I turn over the traction mat in my bathtub and I see that there are tiny 
maggots crawling around underneath it. Upon exposure to light they start to 
grow and change. They are getting side appendages and little spikes growing 
from their wet white skin. Some of them develop something like a little 
elephant's trunk that is surrounded by a ring of little black eyes at the base. 
They are all about three inches long and still growing. I can hear them 
making a soft purring noise. A few of them are lifting them selves up with 
their side appendages that are becoming jointed legs. One of them is looking 
at me and purring more loudly. 


I wake. 


7/30/2017 


I'm a teenager in High school. I live in a big house with my mother and my 
brother Simon. We have a strange cat that has deformed front legs so he 
walks on his hind legs only and keeps the front legs folded against his chest. 
He is a black and white tuxedo cat. In spite of his handicap, he is a very 
adventurous cat. He climbs trees and catches birds frequently. My mother 
works at the school I attend although I'm not sure in what capacity. She is 
very proud of our strange cat. 


Simon and I are in the back yard. The cat is on the roof and Mom wants 
him to come inside and calls to him. He ignores her and is walking along a 
narrow pipe that is for some reason up in the air next to our roof. Mom is 
excited to see him do this and crawls out of the window onto the roof. Me 
and Simon yell at her to go back inside. She ignores us and tries to imitate 
the cat by walking along the peak of the roof. She falls from the roof and is 
badly hurt. 


I wake. 


7/31/2017 


The most important feature of this dream is that it took place in the two 
minutes after I stopped my alarm and I closed my eyes briefly and when I 
actually got up. 
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I have gotten into an argument with a friend about the relationship of 
German Nudism in the '30s to Rastafarianism in the '70s. I cannot remember 
what side of the argument I professed or even what the sides were, only that 
I was passionate about my position and believed I could prove it based on 
something I had read in a book published by Encyclopedia Britannica in the 
'80s titled "Man, Myth and the Modern Age". To my great surprise, I did not 
own a copy of the book and the public library didn't seem to have it. 
Amazon had a link to someone selling a copy for a huge amount of money 
that I did not have. In a town called Lynchfield there was an Encyclopedia 
Britannica bookstore. I took the bus to get there. The bookstore was huge, 
the size of a whole shopping mall, but it was just this one bookstore. I found 
a salesgirl who was at a desk with a computer and asked her about it. 
Without even consulting the computer she informed me that they didn't have 
it and it had been pulled from publication because everything in it was 
wrong. I am appalled. 


8/6/2017 


I shut my eyes for two minutes between shutting off my alarm and finally 
sitting up. 


I'm in sort of a convenience store trying to buy a sixpack. The lady ahead 
of me at the counter wants to buy a scratch ticket, but she can't make up her 
mind which one. I see a ball on the floor and pick it up. It's like a billiard 
ball, but solid red with no number on it. It splits in half to reveal a smaller 
ball inside. This one is transparent and I can see that there is another ball 
inside of it. It splits open. The ball inside is blue and I see that one can split 
also, but I am distracted by another object on the floor, a transparent cylinder 
about the size of a 16 oz beer can. I drop the ball to pick it up and I see that 
it contains a hologram of a turtle with a woman's head from a Greek statue. 


I wake. 


8/7/2017 


I work in the same shop I work in in waking life, but now it is underground 
at the end of a long corridor with metal walls and doors. At the very end are 
large steel double doors that open directly into my shop. I go there but it is 
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late in the day so I leave knowing that I have to return early. The corridor is 
part of something larger sometimes I think it is the subway, other times I 
think it is a movie theater. 


I am returning to go to work only this time behind the big steel doors is a 
school. I go into a classroom where I think I take a class. It's a social studies 
course. I'm not sure what the specific focus of it is, but it is very basic. The 
girl I like is in this class and I want to be near the girl I like. She is over there 
at one of the desks. She is a bright-eyed, pretty, fresh faced girl about ten 
years old, dressed as a girl that age would have been dressed when I was that 
age. She is not like the more sexualized and knowing tweens of now. She 
has blonde hair pulled back in a pony tail. She is ever so slightly plump, flat- 
chested and eager to learn. I like her in that way that a third-grader likes a 
girl. In regards to her I only have the barest comprehension of what sex even 
is. I have visualized her naked, not because I desire sex with her, but merely 
because it is transgressional. It is naughty, thus empowering to think about 
her naked. I see her nudity in my mind as looking much like my own ten- 
year-old body in fact except that I know her genitals are different, but I'm 
not honestly certain of what particular way they are different. I try to focus 
on her pudenda, but it is only a vague lumpish image. I intellectually know 
that I know what a girl’s vulva looks like, but the part of me that sees her 
cannot see it. Even in the context of the dream, I notice that I know this. This 
is only my point of view when I see her. Otherwise I am still a bearded, 
overweight 60 year old man. 


As I come into the classroom, the teacher calls me over to his desk. He is 
like the actor David Ogden Stiers from MASH. He doesn't actually look a 
whole lot like him, but he has a very similar vibe. He informs me that I'm 
late, which I very well may be. I have no idea what time it is. He asks me 
why I think I can take his class dressed as I am. I'm puzzled because I am 
wearing perfectly normal street clothes, jeans, a denim shirt and sneakers. 
Even when I was in third grade this was perfectly acceptable clothing for 
school. I explain this to him and add that it doesn't matter, they are the only 
clothes I have. He tells me to take a seat. I don't sit next to the girl, but I take 
a desk that is positioned so that I can look at her, worship her, hate her for 
not knowing who I am and desperately want her even though I know not for 
what. 


My cell phone rings. It is a text from my manager who says that I'm 
needed at the office. I get up and say I have to leave. The teacher curls his 
lip at me. The girl looks at me for the first and last time as I exit the room. 
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I realize that I don't know how to get to the shop because that is where I 
thought I was going when I ended up in school. I get onto a subway car and 
try to look up the number of the shop on my phone, but the number isn't 
there. A woman sitting next to me says that they are taking our number 
away. I look at her. She is Helen Mirren. She starts out as she looks now, but 
becomes the hot babe she once was as we speak. I ask her what numbers is 
she talking about. All of them she informs me. She exposes her perfect 
breasts as if to put a point on what she is saying. Upon seeing them I 
temporarily lose the facility of language. 


I am on the train platform. I am poking at my phone trying to get 
information I can use to get to work, but the phone has broken into pieces. It 
seems to have been made of very cheap plastic. 


I spot the metal corridor with the double doors at the end and head down it. 
I burst through the doors and it is my office. No one is there. It is early 
morning and I have the place to myself. 


I wake. 


8/8/2017 


I and a woman with whom I had a wild fling when we were both 17 have 
somehow rekindled our romance. She now owns a small farm in New 
Hampshire where I am visiting her. We are not remotely the same crazy kids 
we were then and we certainly don't have the sexual energy of teenagers 
which did so much to render whatever personal differences we might have 
had irrelevant in the past. Now we merely get on one another's nerves. All 
she can talk about are the minutiae of running a farm and interacting with 
the small town to which it is adjacent. I can listen to that stuff once or twice, 
but not constantly and my impatience shows. Our sex is unsatisfying and I 
make an excuse to go home, one that she is eager to accept. It is unspoken, 
but nonetheless clear that when I go we will never see each other again. 


She makes herself scarce to deal with issues of the farm while I set myself 
to getting ready to leave. I'm taking my time gathering my shit and stop to 
make myself lunch. There is a knock on the door. It is a lady who is a 
neighbor. I recognize her as an avant garde artist who was super famous in 
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the '80s. She had been well known for ephemeral assemblages made with 
food items and for performance pieces involving sticking various items to 
her nude body. It was actually quite entertaining when she had been young 
and beautiful. Now time and the Sun had taken its toll on her skin, but she 
was still full of verve. Her most famous piece back in the day had been an 
entire cow's liver that had cuts made into its surface and the cuts repaired 
with safety pins, tape, nuts and bolts, military medals, etc. It had been placed 
in a Boston Gallery where it was allowed to rot horribly and she would show 
up every day to masturbate while staring at it. The piece was called 
"Reunion". Recalling it actually did seem relevant to my life. 


In any case she was very flattered that I recognized her and was very 
friendly. She had brought a new piece that she had hoped the woman I was 
staying with could possibly restore and conserve. The piece was a large Jello 
mold. The Jello was a very dark blue like ballpoint pen ink. There were dark 
shapes floating in it that I could just barely make out that looked like dice 
and kewpie dolls. I put it in the refrigerator with a note to my hostess. 


The artist asked me if I would like to help her with a performance which 
sounded like a wonderful opportunity. 


At that point my hostess showed up and was surprised/disappointed to see 
that I was still there. She told me she had to get back to work and that her 
favorite cow had just died in childbirth. I sensed that it might be a lie. She 
had a hushed, but agitated conversation with the artist with one or the other 
of them occasionally looking over at me. She finally left apparently to deal 
with the deceased cow. The artist invited me to come stay in town with her. I 
went. She inhabited a converted barn. Inside were huge piles of odd junk 
including several none-too-fresh animal carcasses. She attempted to seduce 
me, but I wasn't into it and made some excuse about sexual dysfunction. She 
spent all of her time at home nude. She was amazingly fit but her skin was 
leathery and spotty. 


The upcoming performance was at the Elks lodge. She had created a 
performance called "Shutting out the Spring". /n waking life I know nothing 
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of the practices of the BPOE so the lodge in this dream is based on literally 
nothing. The lodge had a huge elk head mounted on the wall in every room. 
All of the members wore fezzes with antlers. The performance was done 
with kids from the local high school who all wore leotards with a large 
check mark inscribed on their chest. The artist appeared nude, but draped in 
garlands of flowers and she repeated the words "Make Love!" again and 
again as the kids tried to push her out of a free standing door on the stage. 
They were beating her with sticks and actually drawing blood, but that was 
apparently part of the performance. She was finally beaten unconscious and 
thrown through the door which was slammed behind her. The audience 
didn't react except to look like they were made uncomfortable by the whole 
thing. I was never sure how I had been intended to help with this. 


It trailed off. 


8/10/2017 


I am involved in what promises to be a memorable erotic situation, but I 
am distracted. I get up and leave. 


I realize that I need to send a gift to someone. I find the gift although for 
some reason I am not allowed to perceive what it is and I find a box to ship 
it in, but I need to use *lemon yellow* tissue for packing material. Nothing 
else will do. I am adamant that it be this and nothing else. I am visiting a 
number of shops and open air markets where there are dealers in colored 
tissue paper. I am finding corn yellow, banana yellow, daffodil, mustard, 
butter, but lemon yellow just doesn't seem to be available. 


I wander off in frustration. 


8/11/2017 


I am completely intruding on someone else’s scene. I am in a house with 
some people in it. A man in his 30’s short dark hair, a woman, same age also 
short dark hair but not as short as the man and a younger woman, late teens, 
very buxom, long brown hair. The young woman goes habitually topless in a 
short skirt and sandals. They can only sort of see me. It is more like they 
choose not to unless I get in their way. The young woman notices when I 
reach out and knead her breasts, but she just giggles and swats my hands 
away and I cease to exist for her again. The man and woman in their 30s are 
a couple. I go into their bed room with them and watch them undress. The 
woman has porcelain skin and a nice figure with very red nipples. She has 
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no pubic hair. The man is muscular and has a larger than average penis. It 
impresses me when he becomes aroused by the woman. She enthusiastically 
fellates him and then they get on the bed. I get on the bed with them and 
watch closely as the engage in intercourse. At various points I touch their 
bodies without any objection from them or even all that much notice. I seem 
to be just on the very edge of their awareness. I feel the woman’s ass and 
breasts, I stroke the man’s penis until the woman reclaims it from me and 
then I insert a couple of fingers into her vagina. They start to fuck again and 
I find a small accordion and start playing it. 


8/13/2017 


I dreamed while I was napping this afternoon. The dream was confusing and 
I don't remember much of it, but it was a cartoon sort of like '60s era 
adventure show Johnny Quest except in this case the star was Johann, The 
Action Monkey, a tiny monkey who had astonishing Karate abilities and 
could easily beat an oversized criminal henchman. 


8/25/2017 


I am using a country outhouse made of poorly fitted boards with a crescent 
moon cut out in the door. It stinks pretty bad. I get seated and am about to do 
my business when I hear a call from below me, a strange voice saying "Save 
me!" 


I stand up and look down the hole as the smell of shit assails my nostrils. 
Several feet below the hole there is a crow ankle deep in the stinking muck. 
The crow says "Save me and I'll grant you a wish!" 


"You're a bird. Why don't you just fly out?" 


A wooden face on the wall that I have not previously noticed speaks in a 
low, sorrowful voice. "He's stuck in the poo!" 


I call down to the crow. "How did you get stuck in the poo?" 
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The crow responds impatiently. "Are you going to get me out of here or 
not?" 


The face says, "Yeah, save him. What have you got to lose? Maybe I'll 
grant you a wish too. What the heck? TWO wishes!" 


I am starting to sense that I might be the victim of some sort of con game. I 
sit back down and go. My poop drops downward while the crows muffled 
shrieks of outrage filter upward. The face on the wall is now inanimate. 


I wake. 


8/26/2017 
#1 


It is night with a big bright Moon. I am walking through a area near a 
beach. I am on high ground and the beach is below. There are people on the 
beach and they have fires and and I hear them laughing and talking among 
them selves. Up here with me are a number of balls about the size of 
bowling balls that seem to be made of different things. I pick one up. It looks 
like it is made of bread and cheese. I roll it down the hill onto the beach and 
I hear cheers from the people. I pick up another ball that looks like a big 
piece of candy and I roll that one down the hill and I hear more cheers. 


Two women come up the hill and place a big glass of beer and a plate loaded 
with enchiladas in front of me and then go back down. The food is excellent! 
I roll a ball down the hill that looks like it is made of fish. I hear music from 
below. It becomes discordant and annoying. I find a ball mad of fire and roll 
it down. There are screams of terror from below and the music stops. Two 
men show up. They have a beautiful young woman with them who is nearly 
nude, but decorated with colorful painted symbols and strings of beads and 
shells. They leave the woman. It is intended that she is my bride. I realize 
that I am the god of the people below. 


#2 


I have woken in the morning to find a number of things moved or knocked 
over including a house plant. I simply cannot account for this. I am aware 
that things like this have been happening for a while. 
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There is a knock on the door and there is a woman there, an attractive 
readhead in her 30s. She has a two-year-old in tow, a boy I think. She 
apologizes that her son has been coming into my house and disrupting things 
while I sleep. While we are talking two other women with toddlers show up 
at the door. One of them is a dark-skinned black woman with a little girl, the 
other is a short stocky brunette with a fat little kid of indeterminate sex. 
They have the same story. 


I say that I'm glad that they are now aware of the problem and assume it 
will now stop, but they are telling me that I need to child-proof my house so 
their children won't be hurt. We are having a loud argument about that and 
the kids start crying. 


I wake. There is a kid wailing in the yard next door. 


9/2/2017 
#1 


I am at store in an airport with my mother where I am buying a novelty 
telephone that looks like a clown talking on the phone. It's kind of clever It 
is a plastic clown holding what looks like a giant phone receiver and 
smiling. The phone is only a foot tall and the receiver is actually normal 
sized of course. When you pick it up from the cradle, taking it from the 
clown, his smile turns upside down into a frown. Oddly, the phone doesn't 
have a dial or keypad. While I'm buying it, I notice that the store carries all 
of my books which seems pretty cool. 

Just as I am about to leave I run into comic actress Ruth Buzzi. We are 
apparently old friends but haven't seen one another in a long time and have a 
lot to talk about. I realize that my Mom would love to meet her, so I bring 
her over to her. My Mother is so excited to meet her and they hit it right off. 
Ruth notices one of my books and expresses surprise that I write. I'm 
shocked that she doesn't know and buy her a copy of all of my books. After 
she goes her way I remember that there is a story in one of the books that has 
a character who is an unkind parody of her. 


#2 


I am in prison where we are having a party. There are girls, booze and loud 
music. A friend of mine shows up not wearing any pants. He wants to 
borrow mine. I can't lend him my pants because if I go around with no pants 
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on, they will put me in solitary. He gets very angry at me about that, but I 
still won't give him my pants and everyone is laughing at him. 


9/3/2017 
from a nap. 


I am in some sort of advanced school. Maybe a place for the highly gifted. 
Whatever it is the both have very high expectations of me and also give me a 
lot of leeway. The work is very hard and if it starts becoming easier, they 
add more to it, but they don't get upset if I am distracted by something else 
and don't come to class for a few days because they believe that I could 
come up with something important in my free time. 


So anyway they have these little short seminars on various things going on 
all the time. Other students usually give them. They have nothing to do with 
grades and tend to be about art or hobbies or arcane historical subjects. I 
have signed up for one about circular airflow in model aircraft with a special 
emphasis on boost glider mechanics in model rocketry. The scheduled time 
for the seminar keeps changing, presumably because the schedule of the 
student who is giving it keeps changing. There is a clearing office for the 
seminars that I keep calling to find out when and where I must attend the 
seminar. I have become a little bit obsessed with attending this thing. 
Apparently becoming a little obsessed with things like this is part of the 
character of the person I am in this dream. Also the dream is slowly starting 
to take on aspects of both a Kung-Fu movie and also an Indian musical 
farce. For some reason I keep dodging the amorous advances of a beautiful 
girl in a sari (she might be Dia Mirza) and I also seem to be being stalked by 
some guys from a martial arts academy. I do not know why either of these 
subplots are going on, but an element of one or the other pops up from time 
to time. 


I am driving the guy at the seminar information center mad with my 
constant calls. I have even visited in person a couple of times. He is this 
ultra-slow talking mellow stoner type and I am this pushy Sheldon Cooper 
type. Every time he says "Hey man, it's all good." I want to throttle him. "It's 
only just for funzies, man." is something he says more than once. This model 
rocket aerodynamics thing has become hyper-important. I keep getting these 
calls from professors politely wondering why I haven't been to class. 
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Finally I am on a bus on my way to the seminar when I realize that every 
other seat is occupied by these sort of ninja like characters. They are actually 
a mashup of Japanese and Chinese type martial artists. They all suddenly 
leap from their seats and come for me with nunchucks and long wooden 
staffs. | am crowd surfing over a small sea of these guys fighting and 
punching. I bite the ear off of one of them. I will not allow these idiots to 
keep me from the seminar! 


I wake. 


9/6/2017 


I am with some guy in his truck and we are telling each other stories about 
misadventures with Boston winters. He is about my age and remembers the 
same meteorological landmarks of the last four decades. This big 
snowstorm, that great freeze, burst pipes, furnace failures, power outages, 
etc. The stories are slowly morphing into tall tales. He talks about how he 
once single-handedly plowed I-95 from Canton to Wakefield with a line of 
traffic behind him. I told him that I personally re-lit every water heater in 
Back Bay during the storm of '78. I invite him to my place for a beer, my old 
place in Cambridge where I| find that someone new is moving in upstairs. A 
young red-headed woman with her six year old son. The guy and I help her 
bring in furniture while the boy runs in circles shouting. "He does that all the 
time." the woman assures us. She makes us coffee and talks about her 
enthusiasm for throwing parties. 


9/15/2017 


I am seeing many little girls with baby dolls, but the dolls are specifically 
made to look like dead babies. Arms and legs hang limply. Eyes half rolled 
upward and dry looking, lips slightly retracted, skin the color of yellowed 
bruise several days old. They are quite realistic but clearly dolls, not real 
dead babies. 


9/17/2017 
He was called The Skagway Weasel like it was his title or just Skagway 


Weasel like it was his first and last name. There was some back and forth 
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about that but it was never settled to my satisfaction. He finally said that 
everyone just calls him "Skag" anyway. He was Canadian and white, but he 
dressed like a 42nd st pimp from the '70s. He had a really big hat with a 
huge feather in it. 


He had this refrigerated warehouse that he dealt drugs out of, but the 
"drugs" were weird. He would take me to a room where there was a table 
with frozen corpses. They were all adult, male and female but of different 
sizes ranging from Barbie doll sized to about ten feet tall. He showed me one 
he described as especially fine that was about a foot tall that appeared to be a 
long haired bearded hippie. Although otherwise nude, there was a string of 
"love beads" around his neck. Oddly it came apart in layers as if it was a 
submarine sandwich which Skag demonstrated. He pulled a slice from the 
middle and handed it to me for a taste. It looked like a man shaped slice of 
head cheese. 


I woke. 


9/22/2017 


This dream was very disturbing. I spent some time thinking about it after 
I woke. A community that I had once been part of, but from which I had long 
been separated was destroyed by a child digging a hole in her back yard. 
This little girl’s game had just undone a town that had thrived there for 
centuries. The town where I was born. It was like the end of my beginning. 


I am in the town where I was born, Tarrytown, New York. I was born 
there but moved away when I was very young. This day I am just visiting 
the town even though no one I know lives here. 


There is a general sense of unease among the people there, some dark 
portent hangs over the hearts of the residents. 


A little girl decides to dig a well in her back yard. She is using a little 
yellow plastic sandbox shovel, but she makes surprising progress. Foot by 
foot she manages to sink a shaft about three feet wide. People watch in 
fascination. She is ten feet down tossing out tiny shovels full of dirt at a 
steady rate. Before long the well is twenty feet deep and she climbs out. 


The bottom of the well is wet and then it starts to fill with water. Soon it is 
a few feet deep and everyone is congratulating the child on what a fine job 
she has done. The water keeps rising though and filling the well higher and 
higher. The well soon overflows and water spreads out over the ground. 
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The water comes fast and the people all flee. It rises and engulfs the house 
and the surrounding houses. A huge wave pushed up the main street of the 
town. The great mansions of Lyndhurst and Sunnyside are swallowed up. 
Sleepy Hollow is obliterated. Foot by foot, then yard by yard the waters rise. 
The flow is steady and relentless. 


I am on a bus out of town with many of the former residents as finally the 
highest points in the town are swallowed. 


9/24/2017 


I am on a train with many other people. I seem to know them all and this 
trip is a merry occasion of some sort. Their identities keep shifting but they 
are always people I have known in my life. We are drinking, laughing, 
playing games as we race through the countryside aboard this train. 


We stop at a town where a beautiful tall blonde woman comes aboard. She 
speaks to no one but the train conductor to whom she only says the number 
74. It obviously has great significance. As we are pulling out of the station 
we hear a woman loudly wailing in anguish. The train stops right in front of 
a building, a tenement. There are two women in blue dresses on the roof 
weeping loudly. 


Then there are faces at the window, Gypsy men in fancy hats. One of them 
looked like it might be made of leopard skin. One of them is missing an eye 
and does not wear a patch over the empty socket. They are friendly but 
clearly also very skeevy and obviously are up to something. It turns out they 
are looking for the blonde woman and are trying to get us to let them come 
aboard the train. They offer to sing songs and perform magic tricks. The 
woman looks disturbed by them, but not exactly frightened. I fear that we 
have become involved in some drama that could easily spin out of control 
and urge everyone to not let them aboard. 


The blonde woman is looking me in the eyes and says "74". 


10/1/2017 
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I have gotten a job creating a fraudulent sales brochure for a time 
machine. The company actually makes soda vending machines, but the fake 
time machine brochure is just to lure investors. 


10/4/2017 


I am living in a reality where there is slavery. I am somehow aware that it 
is not my normal reality and it makes me very uneasy. 


There is a young woman in my service, maybe about 20 years old. She is 
blonde with blue eyes. She would be pretty if she didn't seem so dead inside. 
I call her Julie. I don't know if it is her real name or a name I gave to her. I 
own her and she does what I ask. Shopping, cleaning, keeping accounts, 
whatever I need or want. I don't think I use her for sex, at least it doesn't 
come up in the dream. She is very meek, submissive and quiet, but I am 
terrified of her because I sense she would kill me in an instant if she had the 
chance of getting away with it. I want to free her, but that sort of thing 
simply isn't done and there is no place in society for former slaves. 


As time goes on I find myself becoming more jumpy around her I lock 
my bedroom door when I sleep. I am contemplating killing her before she 
kills me. 


Other slave owners are untroubled by these sorts of thoughts and I am 
thought of as neurotic for fearing Julie. They are all convinced that their 
slave love them. 


I woke up feeling nasty inside. 


10/5/2017 


I am sitting at a bar with Slip Mahoney, Leo Gorcey's character from The 
Bowery Boys. He kept talking about how many girls were out there with 


belly button rings. "It's like we're in Arabia or somethin'." he said. I went 
behind the bar and started cutting up potatoes for French fries. A waitress 
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tells me to be sure to make enough for everyone. I look up and see that there 
are at least twenty people in the place. Slip is indicating that his glass is 
empty. "Don't look at me." I say, "I'm not the barkeep!" The bartender is in 
fact a young woman in a short T-shirt and she has a belly button ring. Slip 
hums "There's a place in France" as she refreshes his drink pointing at her 
belly and winking at me. 


There is a floor show with performing dogs. 


10/11/2017 


A guy who owes me twenty bucks doesn't have it when I ask but gives me 
a metal briefcase and tells me a place where I can sell what 1s in it for at 
least that much. It is this sort of underground marketplace in a warehouse 
right next to the docks. On the floor are tables manned by various vendors. 
They are mostly selling obscure looking high tech stuff. I don't know what 
any of it is. | approach one vendor (who is the actor John Goodman) who 
has a table full of small metal spheres in plastic bags. I open the briefcase on 
his table and ask him where I can sell what is inside. What is inside is a 
metallic looking blue fluid. It's not in a jar or a bottle, its just sloshing 
around in the briefcase half filling it. 


"Holy shit!", he says, "Macromolecules!" 
"What the heck are macromolecules?" I ask. 


"Watch this." He takes a 9 volt battery out of his pocket and touches the 
terminals to the surface of the fluid. It goes rigid for a second like it has been 
frozen and then threads grow from the surface and start twisting themselves 
together. The threads are various colors. Within a few seconds it is a thick 
tentacle that looks like it is made of multi-colored rubber bands. It curls and 
flexes. For a half a second it seems to become the face of a roaring beast, but 
then it settles back into a placid pool of liquid. 


"Woah, what is this stuff?" I ask. 


"Man, you can do a lot of stuff with Macromolecules! Give 'em a little 
power and they just keep jackin' and jackin"! I can't even tell ya. You can get 
a million bucks for this stuff! Heck, *I'll* give you a million bucks for it!" 
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As good as his word, John Goodman give me a crisp new United States 
million dollar bill. 


I go off to get some ice cream. 


10/16/2017 


I live in a house with three other people There is woman in her 30s who 
has bobbed brown hair. She is obsessively neat and utterly certain that she is 
right about everything, but she actually makes mistakes frequently and falls 
into a funk whenever it happens and has a crisis of self-worth. 


There is another younger woman who has an amazing curvy figure and 
frequently wears little or no clothing. She is a cypher. She doesn't speak 
English and isn't very friendly in general, but on occasion entertains us with 
erotic dances. 


And there is Deng Xiaoping. He is a small rat-faced man who used to run 
things in China. None of us exactly like him, but he tells great stories about 
the past and knows a thousand jokes. 


The brown haired woman comes to me sheepishly. She has somehow 
broken a hole through the wall of the shower. She is almost in tears over it 
and can't really explain how she did it. I go and look and see that there is a 
fist sized hole that reveals a previously unknown room on the other side. A 
storage space full of old crates. This is great news because we desperately 
need more storage space. I discover a door into the room behind the bath 
room and immediately start moving everyone's books and papers into milk 
crate shelving, I and the brown haired woman have lots of books. 


Deng has many loose papers neatly handwritten in Chinese. 
The curvaceous woman has only many cans of soup. 


Deng starts to tell me a joke about a horse and a Frenchman when my 
alarm goes off. 


10/19/2017 
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I don't remember much of my dream except that there were a couple of 
characters in it named Snub Cardoza and Dr. Plimkin. 


10/20/2017 


It is colonial times. I am aboard a ship from England that is making port at 
the far tip of Long Island. We sail past Montauk Point and make anchorage 
at Sag Harbor. I am given charge of a giraffe that is a gift for the governor of 
New York colony from an eccentric lord. The ship I was on must continue to 
Boston while I must stay at Montauk for a few days until the Giraffe must be 
put on a different ship and taken to New York City. 


I know a pretty girl named Mary Anne who serves at a pub in Montauk 
who has been favorably disposed toward me in the past and I would much 
enjoy spending some time with her. I dig a basket of clams on the beach as a 
gift for her. I am leading the giraffe by a rope as we walk toward Montauk 
and I am singing a song as I go. 


I have crossed the sea and now the land, 
Just to see my Mary Anne, 
She is petite, her tiny feet 
Oh Mary Ann is oh so sweet! 


The giraffe is singing with me in a sweet baritone and we are 
harmonizing. I look up at his face far above me and say "You sing very well 
good sir!" 


"T thank you sir! And you as well." He replies. 
We continue the song. 


Her Kisses sweet, her bottom neat, 
'Tis Mary Anne I yearn to greet! 
Upon her feather bed we'll roll, 
until the bells of morning toll! 


We cross a few dunes and I see the village of Montauk and the pub. I lead 
Mister Giraffe into the village green. 


I wake. 
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10/25/2017 


I'm walking through a suburban neighborhood. A woman comes out of her 
house and asks me if I can help her for a minute. She takes me into the house 
and shows me a piece of furniture. It looks like a cross between a wardrobe 
and a media center. It has drawers and doors, but also a big empty space in 
the middle where you could imagine a TV might fit. One of the drawers is 
sticking way out because it is too long for the space it is supposed to fit. She 
wants me to cut it to size. For some reason I agree to do it. It turns out she 
has no tools except an electric drill. I don't have a saw to cut down the 
drawer so I have to drill a series of holes along the line where the drawer 
must be cut then I cut between them with the tiny saw on my Swiss Army 
Knife. The results are pretty rough. Then I cut a piece of board for the back 
the same way and nail it to the back of the drawer using the drill as a 
hammer. It works just barely and the drawer slides into place, albeit with a 
loud scraping sound. The woman is pleased and makes me a martini. 


10/29/2017 


I got back from doing laundry and laid down for a little while because I 
was nodding off. I had a few little dream episodes. 


There is a ream of 11x17 black paper and I notice some drops of water on 
it. I look up and the ceiling is completely wet. I freak out and yell through 
the ceiling for my upstairs neighbor to stop whatever she is doing. I run 
upstairs with the intent of pounding on her door, but I find her door is open 
and I can see her sitting in her bathtub with water still running in and 
cascading over the sides to which she is oblivious. 

OK 2K 3 2 8 28 2K 28 8 2 24 24s 24s 2s 2s 24s 24s 24s 24s 2 24 of 2 28 2 2 2 2 2 oo ok ois ok ok 2 ois 2s 2 ok ois is 2s 2k 2s is 2s 2s 2 2 ok 


A co-worker has brought her cat to the office, but the cat is strange. It has 
beautiful fur and a particularly luxuriant tail, but its head is very un-catlike. 
No ears, three solid black eyes set equally around a toothless mouth. 


OK 2K 5 8 8 28 218 8 8 24 24 24s 24s 2s 2s 24 of 24s 24s 2 24s 24 2 2 ok ok 2 oo 2 ok ois 2s 2k 2K is 2s 28 2K 8 2s 24s 24s 24s 24s 2s 2 24 24s of 2 2c ok 2s 2 2 OK ok ok OK ok 


I'm lying in bed watching a pornographic movie on a tiny black and white 
TV set that is placed at an inconvenient angle just above my head. 


OK 2K 2 38 28 28 21 iS 8 2 24 24s 24s 2s 2k 24 Of 24s 24s 2 of 2 2 2 oI 2 2s ok ok ok ok is 2s 2k 2K is 2s 28 21 18 2s 24s 24s 24s 24s 2s 2 24s 24s 24s 246 2s 2 2k 2 2 2K ok ok 2K ok 
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One of my legs has swollen to twice its normal girth. 


ee ee ee i i ee ee ee i ed 


I am at home and notice through the open door that a huge wedding is 
about to take place out front. I come out in my bathrobe and say "No. There 
will be none of that here." 


Ce ee ee ee ee i ee 


A co-worker is working on a big project in an office with the lights out. I 
ask her why she doesn't turn on the light. "It all makes sense if you're me." 
She says. 


10/31/2017 


I am engaged in a game of cat and mouse with a time traveler. I can travel 
through time as well, but my technology for doing it isn't as advanced. I 
have a box that if I press the single button on its surface, it will timeshift me 
away, but I don't know where I'll end up, seconds or centuries, future or past. 
It's a crapshoot. My pursuer has much finer control in several higher 
dimensions that allows him to appear not only anywhere in time but at any 
size. He can be an insect or a titan or anything in-between. 


His appearance is strange. He has bluish skin, a high dome-like head and 
large round eyes. Maybe he is a highly evolved human from the distant 
future, maybe he is a space alien, I have no idea. 


As I became aware of this scenario, I realized that it had been going on for 
quite some time. I'm not sure if we are real enemies or just playing some sort 
of game. 


At first am in some sort of post apocalyptic world where everyone is 
filthy and poor. My opponent is the size of a dwarf and is taunting me. Then 
he vanishes. I turn around hand he is there the same size as me. He smacks 
me and I push the button on my box. 


I am in a medieval town square. Everyone is speaking German. People are 
starting to eye me with suspicion. I press the button. It is 1950's suburban 
America. I'm in a supermarket. My opponent appears and gives me a shove. 
I press the button. 
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I am in the age of dinosaurs. There is a herd of apatosaurus in the distance. 
There are birds and small pterosaurs flitting among the trees. My opponent 
appears 50 feet tall and is laughing at me. 


I wake. 


11/1/2017 

I work for a woman who used to be big deal in business, but her 
circumstances had changed for the worse and her reputation was tarnished. 
She is an attractive blonde, late 30s. She used to be famous for wearing a 
golden blouse of shiny silk. She doesn't wear it anymore, but keeps it on a 
hangar near her desk. She touches it now and again like a security blanket. 
The office staff consists of only 4 people including her. There is another guy 
who all he does is type at his computer and deal with various forms. There is 
a girl of about 18 who is an intern. The boss treats her like a slave and is 
constantly making up insulting nicknames for her and criticizing her for 
being slow. 


My job is technical stuff. Today I have to assemble a two stage rocket that 
will place a huge advertising banner up in the sky over town. 


Everyone in the office including me is hiding a large knife somewhere. It is 
implied that anyone might just kill anyone else at any given time. 


A man comes to the office to talk to the boss. He has business but is also 
sexually attracted to her. While they speak she is rubbing the golden blouse 
against her cheek. She looks slightly frightened, but also sexually excited. 
She has sweat on her neck and her nipples are visibly erect beneath her 
blouse. Her pupils dilated. 


I am in a state of mild panic because | can't find my knife. 


11/5/2017 


I took a nap and dreamed that I was playing a game with actress Rose 
McGowan that involved flipping mini Ritz crackers at one another like little 
Frisbees. There was much hilarity. 
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LI/10/2017 


Some months ago my brother had told me that he had lost a briefcase in 
his travels. 


In my dream, I came across a briefcase that contained original art by him 
for two comic books at a garage sale. I was attempting to email him about it, 
but people kept interrupting me with trivia. One of them was a tall, bald, 
black man who would tap me on the shoulder and tell me "There is no 
future.” 


11/13/2017 


The next door neighbor had a not very good maid. She had let bits of trash 
fall all over my lawn as she too the bags out to the curb. I sighed and went 
out to clean it up. Among the wrappers and egg shells were little transparent 
boxes, like pill daily organizers, but in each compartment was a flash drive. 


I became curious as to what might be on the flash drives and collected up 
the boxes. I took them to the little restaurant down the street where I had left 
my laptop in one of the booths. I arrive to discover that a congressional 
investigation is taking place in the restaurant and they are using my booth 
for the guy who is answering their questions. 


He's a big guy who looks like a linebacker with no neck and his head is 
squared off by a military style haircut. He is not wearing a uniform though. 
He is wearing a prison jumpsuit. He is accused of passing classified 
information to the enemy. His go between was supposedly Frank Sinatra. 
When they were talking about Sinatra, it was clear that everyone was 
envisioning him as he was at the beginning of his career. 


A congressman is questioning the guy: "So let me get this straight. I just 
want to make sure that everyone perfectly understands. You *do* Know 
mister Sinatra?" 


"Yes I do. He's a skinny pencil-neck." 
"But you were close?" 


"We had sex a couple of times." 
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"You thought of him as a skinny pencil-neck, but you had sex with him?" 

“Yes.” 

"Why?" 

"Hell, he was Sinatra!" 

"And did you pass any classified information potentially damaging to the 
United States to him?" 

"No sir. I only had sex with him." 


I was very frustrated that I couldn't get to the booth to check the flash 
drives. 


My alarm went off. 
11/16/2017 


I am the CEO of a small company that makes specialty canned foods. 
Weird things like haggis soup, raspberry flavored corned beef or an entire 
roasted terrapin. Today on the factory floor they are making a run of our 
most popular item, a can of miniature meatballs in gravy with a toy surprise 
inside like in Cracker Jack. 


I am at my desk enjoying another treat we make which is a section of 
marrow bone in a can in which the marrow has been sweetened and flavored 
that you scoop out and eat directly with a tiny spoon. 

Outside my office, my assistant Tina Danopolis is talking with a salesman. 
Tina is sort of frumpy, no nonsense woman in her mid forties. She is thick 
around the middle and has short black hair. This particular salesman likes to 
flirt with her, but she isn't having any. The salesman is asking her "Hey, are 
you related to Paul "The Paper" Danopolis?" 


"What? There's a paper Danopolis? Never heard of him." 


"You never heard of him?! He's a big deal! Everybody knows The Paper!" 


"Yeah, well 'everybody' doesn't include me." 
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"Oh sweetie, ya gotta get out more. You should let me take you around to 
the clubs!" 


"I don't think so. Look, I got things to do. You got this month's order, why 
don't you go fill it." 


I have just eaten the last spoonful of my marrow. Man, that was good. 


1172172017 


I am in a training program for spies. I am sent to a safe house in a small 
town with four other people in the program. My particular mission seems 
pretty mundane. I merely have to make note of the time when one of my 
neighbors enters or leaves his house. I also had to make sure he didn't see me 
because my identity was apparently known to him. It isn't all that exciting, 
but being a trainee, this is the sort of work I expect. On the second day he 
steps out to get in his car and spots me. Suddenly one of my trainers appears 
and informs me that I blew the exercise, but we will reset and try again. It 
turns out the whole town is a training facility. I think it's all very clever, but 
now I can't trust anyone. 


11/26/2017 


I don’t know if I am a prisoner or if this is an exotic entertainment I have 
actually paid for, but I am locked in a metal cell with sliding doors on each 
wall. Every so often a door slides open and admits me into another space 
where I must solve a puzzle, play a game of have an adventure of some sort . 
There were several. I can’t remember them all. Some of them I probably 
know about, but didn’t actually experience them taking place. In one I am 
admitted to a space that is dressed like a Star Trek alien planet where I must 
find a prize and retrieve it. In another I come into a room that I must free 
myself from. It turns out there is a second hidden door that admits me back 
to my cell. Another I walk into a courtroom where I am a lawyer and I have 
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to defend a difficult case. The defendant is a woman who is accused of 
murdering her children. I fail at this one. 


In the final one a door slides open to reveal a supermarket where I am 
shopping with my grandmother. This woman does not correspond with any 
grandmother in my real life. She has some sort of old world accent and, truth 
be told she is somewhere around my own age, but I know she is supposed to 
be my granny and play along. She is talking with the butcher who 1s telling 
her a sad story about a woman he used to work with who he found 
distractingly sexually attractive. So much so that he accidentally cut his 
thumb off while gazing at her. Since then he was a vegetarian but he still 
worked as a butcher. He urged me and my granny not to buy any meat. I was 
looking at various things in the frozen case next to where the butcher was. 
There were frozen turkeys that were marked way down and huge pot roasts 
as well as meat pies and Armenian pizza. *Not* lahmajouns, these were 
more like pies with a top crust that were packed full of meat, cheese and 
onions. They don’t exist in the waking world so far as I know. 


As we are talking with the butcher, a portly, bald, middle aged man, I do 
notice his missing thumb and then I see the thumb from his other hand is 
also missing. As he and grandma are talking his number of fingers is 
diminishing until I realize that both of his arms are amputated below the 
elbow. He was waving his stumps excitedly as he preached about how 
vegetarianism had transformed his life . While this is going on, I have cut 
myself a large slice of hot Armenian pizza and begin to devour it. It is 
amazing loaded with Feta cheese and ground lamb in a flaky, buttery crust 
Almost supernaturally savory. Granny is questioning the butcher as to why 
he keeps the same job if he is vegetarian. Shouldn’t he go work in produce? 


I never hear his answer because I have loaded up a shopping cart with 
Armenian pizzas and am heading out the door. 


11/27/2017 


I am running a table at some sort of outdoor arts festival. It is in a small, 
but rich looking town. The affair might be affiliated with a college. My table 
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is near the bottom of a gently sloping street where I am selling copies of my 
'zines. I am in my '20s and my ‘zines are real hippie stuff. Lots of things 
about peace, love and psychedelia in them with a liberal dose of contempt 
for "the man", but I'm not all that clear about what the face of "the man" is at 
the moment. It doesn't fell like this takes place in the '70s. The street this is 
on is beautiful, very old world. My table is on a broad walk along a brick 
and wrought iron wall that surrounds a large park. The other side of the 
street is lined with beautiful three and four story town houses that had 
ironwork balconies and window boxes full of brightly colored flowers. I 
notice that many of the windows are open and hung with wind chimes that 
fill the street with a light tinkling that is right at the edge of my ability to 
hear over the crowd of milling people at the festival. 


Not only are people selling their work at tables but they and I are also 
working on what they do. I am cutting and pasting page layouts. There is a 
woman who is a potter who is actually working with her wheel. Many 
painters are at their easels, lithographers with their stones. There is a film 
maker editing on a moviola. Sculptors, graphic artists, writers, etc. the whole 
gamut. 


I am made aware that a childhood friend of my older brother is here and he 
is interested in contributing to my 'zine. His pages are delivered to my table 
and they are huge! They are collages. Like 30 by 40 inches and they are not 
on boards but 20 pound bond paper. In order to appear in my ‘zine they will 
have to be shot down to 20% or smaller. I need to talk to him about this as I 
am concerned about getting good results working from this format. I leave 
my table and go walking up the street to where I know he 1s staying, this sort 
of dormitory near the top of the slope right across from the main gate of the 
park. 


The inside of the place is labyrinthine. Hallways branch everywhere and 
there are no doors but whenever I reach a place where one of the halls 
terminates, that part is outfitted as someone's room. I actually do find my 
brother's friend. Oddly he seems to only be in his 20s, long haired and 
bearded. He is working at a huge drafting table on another page like the ones 
I have. I have sort of forgotten why I have come to talk with him, or at least 
it seems less important now. He is telling me about how he was making 
'zines since the '50s and hands me a pile of them. Most have been dittoed or 
mimeographed. Some of the later ones are offset printed. They date from the 
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early '50s to the late '60s and are mostly concerned with fandom of animated 
cartoons. I notice for the first time that he has long dog ears like Snoopy. 


I am back at my table, putting together the 'zine. The guy's pages are now a 
manageable size. All of the text appears to be Chinese. 


11/30/2017 


I am a circus clown. In the dream I am not in costume or makeup, I just 
know that is what I do for a living. 


I am having a picnic with a beautiful, buxom young woman. We are in an 
open glade surrounded by trees on a warm sunny day. I think the woman is 
somewhere between 19 and 23 years old. Ripe, sexual. She is wearing a sky- 
blue sun dress patterned with tiny yellow flowers. The dress displays her 
bosom with a tantalizing amount of cleavage. She has black hair and golden 
brown eyes. I can just tell that she is full of optimism and has suffered few 
traumas or disappointments. I sense that up until now her life has been 
mostly filled with youthful exuberance and love. 


She is setting out our lunch from a basket. A bottle of red wine, a selection 
of fresh berries in red, blue and deep purple, a baguette and finally a fresh 
from the oven brie en croute that has been baked with fresh spinach leaves. 
She cuts into it and hot cheese oozes out. The aroma is intoxicating. 


I wake briefly and roll over. 
I am on a beach with many small crabs skittering about. 


The alarm goes off. 


12/1/2017 


I am in London to meet a famous French author of children's books who 
lives there. He is considered quite eccentric. His house is painted brilliant 
pink. He lives with several owls. There is a place in his yard where he does 
nude gymnastics. It is an area about the size of a tennis court where there is 
no gravity. I think that this is a great wonder, but he considers it no big deal. 
He floats in the air surrounded by dozens of teddy bears. 
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Notes: This dream contains a few of my frequent dream tropes. A visit to a 
city where I have never been (London), a small area where the laws of 
physics or logic are different, meeting an eccentric person, a strong, 
arresting visual vignette (A nude man floating surrounded by teddy bears). 


12/5/2017 


I have been put in an institution because I have abused extract of 
punccenello although I cannot recall having done so. They give me tea and 
oatmeal. 


12/6/2017 


I am in a hotel. I think it is in New York City. I am in the lobby walking 
toward the elevators. There is a polished hardwood floor in that part of the 
lobby. I notice something on the floor and pick it up. It is a piece of paper 
wrapped around a tortoise shell mustache comb. There is writing on the 
paper, but it is in an unidentified foreign language. I put them in my breast 
pocket and go into the elevator. I press the button and I notice something 
on the floor. It is another mustache comb. This one is made of polished 
bone. I put it in my pocket with the other one. It strikes me as odd to have 
found two such obscure items so close together. I get to my room and lying 
on the floor in front of my room is another mustache comb. This one is 
slightly larger than the other two and made of red plastic and is kind of 
cheap looking, definitely not as nice as the other two. It looks like it might 
be a give-away comb that came with a can of mustache wax. Still it is an odd 
find. I have all three combs in the palm of my hand and I am trying to figure 
out how this could happen. 


12/15/2017 


I have arrived for the job. I don't really have any idea what I am supposed 
to be doing, but it will pay well, so I showed up. 
I am riding up in an elevator with three other guys who are heading for the 
same place, apparently my co-workers. I'm looking at one of the guys and 
I'm thinking that he has the look of someone who would be trouble. He says, 
"You do know I'm telepathic, right?" 
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I'm startled, but I say "I didn't know that! How interesting!", But I'm 
thinking "So now I have to watch what I think around this motherfucker?!?!" 


"That would be the polite thing to do." He says. 
Well, just great! 


We get off at the floor and the guy in charge of the job isn't there yet so we 
are all sitting around in his office waiting room. 


Another one of the guys suggests we play cards while we wait. He teaches 
us a game named "Fast Call". None of us have ever heard of it. It 1s fairly 
easy. I don't remember all of the details, but we were each dealt a hand of 
nine cards and the remainder of the deck was placed face up in the middle. 
The guy who started the game shuffled the cards and I noticed that the 
number of his fingers kept changing, multiplying and dividing as he shuffled 
the cards. I remarked on it and he said. "My hands are unstuck in time. You 
see them a few seconds in the past and future. It's most noticeable when I'm 
moving them quickly. It doesn't happen with anything but my hands." 


I say "That's really weird!" 
"That's what everybody says." He says. 


Predictably enough, the telepathic guy keeps winning until the third guy 
who hasn't talked much looks at him hard and his eyes go all whirly and 
suddenly he can't read minds any more. Then different people start winning 
hands. 


I'm kind of annoyed that I'm the only one who doesn't have a weird ability. 


The boss finally shows up and starts talking to us about some stuff 
involving high finance. It is mostly over my head filled with obscure 
banking jargon. I'm wondering why I was hired for this as it seems way 
outside my skill set. I ask him about it. 


"You're the driver. All you have to do is drive." 
"Um...I don't drive. I don't have a license. I took the bus here." 


He just looks at me. 
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12/18/2017 


I'm on sort a subway car except it is only for me and it is very small. It is 
making stops at a number of different places, an open field, a snowbound 
wasteland, A supermarket, a convention, and so forth. The car stops inside 
of some sort of a bargain store where I see some plastic models on the shelf 
and I get off because I want one. 


I had caught a glimpse of a model of an Ariane rocket, but as I walked 
among the shelves, I couldn't find it. | was becoming very frustrated. While 
this was going on the nature of the store was changing. It was turning from a 
regular store into something more like a flea market with many tables tended 
by different people. They were mostly selling useless junk. One table was 
being run by a young woman who was selling half-sized ukuleles. I was 
looking at one. It was far too small for someone with hands my size to play, 
but it was a wonder of craftsmanship with a beautifully carved peghead. 


The woman had an utterly adorable 5 year old daughter , blue eyed, 
blonde with dimpled rosy cheeks and a heart-melting smile. I decided that I 
would do anything for this little girl. I excused myself for a few minutes 
while I went and wrote and published a 500 page novel about the futility of 
the human struggle in industry, love, war and politics and I dedicated it to 
her because I knew it was exactly the story a 5 year old girl would love. I 
brought a copy back for her, but her mother wouldn't let her have it because 
it contained too many explicit sex scenes that were profusely illustrated. 


2227/2017 
This is something of a '60s TV media burn dream. 


I am in a small resort town. The central part of it is The Village from the 
show The Prisoner although I am not a prisoner and the friendly people have 
names, not numbers. 


I am staying in a cottage with my brother Simon, but I never see him 
because we are keeping different hours. There is always evidence that he has 
been there. Piles of comic books, ashtrays full of cigarette butts, empty 
Ballantine Ale cans. The comic books are all new and all titles I have never 
heard of. Some of them look like Simon might have drawn them. They are 
all in foreign languages like French or Dutch. 
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This town has lots of parades and pageants. When I first leave the house I 
see a parade of kids coming down the street and they are all dressed in 
costumes representing different kinds of cookies. 


I turn around and there are about 25 identical women who are all the 
actress Diahann Carroll. I realize that they are simulations of some sort, 
maybe holograms They are all holding big signs, like picket signs except 
they have these dense networks of colored lines on them that look like 
subway maps. 


Along the shore of a lake is a parade of Japanese kaiju. They all dive into 
the water with a gigantic, but obviously fake splash. I think they are about to 
do a synchronized swimming routine, but something makes me turn around 
and my alarm goes off at the same time. 


1/1/2018 


I am part of a ship's crew. We are carrying shipping containers, but it is an 
odd ship, almost like a huge catamaran. Two huge hulls that are connected. 
The bridge is in a section that is forward and central and elevated. The two 
pods are connected by an enclosed walkway. 


The captain is a blonde woman who doesn't seem too interested in actually 
running the ship. She spends most of her time in her cabin coming out to 
check that everything is running smoothly a couple of time a day. If there is 
a problem her orders are for us to solve it. 


The roof of the walkway leaks badly in the rain or on rough sea, so much 
so that crew passing through it have to wear raincoats. Everyone has brought 
this up with the captain, but she has done nothing but express confidence 
that we can handle it. We don't have any patching compound on board. We 
ultimately decide to start patching the holes with whatever we can find. Glue 
and cardboard, wads of chewing gum, wadded up bits of paper, etc. The 
result doesn't look very ship shape and also doesn't work all that well, but we 
figure that the captain never goes down there and will never see it. 
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1/8/2018 


I am at some sort of event. It seems a bit like a stereotypical Arab market 
but it isn't on the street it is on the second floor of a big stone building. 
People are dressed in a number of styles from all over history. 


Out of one of the hall's great windows I see a beautiful woman. She stands 
out among the people she is conversing with in that she is completely nude. I 
know that we are to be married. She has a curvy figure with a prominent 
bottom and plump, heavy breasts. she has her straw colored hair an elaborate 
style of several braids arranged both to circle her head and fall down her 
back. I realize that we must make certain arrangements and I also crave her 
by my side. I call down to her and beg her to come to the market. 


She meets me and greets me with a kiss. The smell of her skin is amazing. 
No one seems to notice or care that she is naked. I wonder if it is only me 
that can see that she is and to everyone else she appears clothed. 


We are visiting a dealer in amber to purchase pieces that will be set in our 
wedding bands. I am looking at a pair of bands that have been cut from solid 
pieces of amber that have bits of ancient leaves floating in it. She has found 
an unusual piece that has a large beetle trapped in it. The beetle's jaws 
protrude outside of the piece and are still moving and nip into the flesh of 
one of her breasts causing her to let out a yip of surprise. She drops that 
amber which shatters on the floor and the now free beetle skitters away. I 
examine where the beetle bit her and see that she is unhurt. 


1/11/2018 


I am invited to this week long party being thrown by an eccentric woman 
who always was masked. The reason I am invited is because Bela Lugosi is 
my room mate and this woman likes old Hollywood types. 


We go there on child's toy vehicles. Bela has a tricycle and I am riding this 
plastic thing that is yellow with a pink plastic seat that has pedals like an old 
kid's toy pedal car. It doesn't work all that well and I can actually travel 
faster by just sticking my feet out the bottom and push it Fred Flintstone 


style. 
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When we get to the woman's place which is a third floor apartment, I see 
that she has set up cots everywhere for people to sleep on. The woman is tall 
and blonde. She has the simulation of an excellent figure that is obviously 
created through the use of industrial strength foundation garments over 
which she wears a slinky floor length dress. Her hair is undoubtedly a wig. 
The mask she wears looks like it is made from tan colored leather. It almost 
matches her skin tone. There is an open area around her mouth that leaves 
her red painted lips exposed and an oval opening that exposes both eyes and 
the bridge of her nose. Her eyelids are shaded a deep blue. 


There is no food for the party so the various guests are raiding the pantry 
and the fridge for whatever they want to nosh on. I find a tin of corned beef 
which I make into soup with an old quarter head of cabbage I find in the 
back of the vegetable drawer. I offer to make a beer run, but the woman 
doesn't want me to go anywhere so we are all drinking tea or Kool Aid. 


At one point I see Lugosi talking to a poster of a famous director on the 
wall and the person on the poster is talking back to him as if this is perfectly 
normal. I go over and immediately start trying to sell my screenplay to the 
man in the poster. Bela tries to help me, but he hasn't actually read it so he 
doesn't actually have much to add to my pitch. 


A few days later I see the woman getting arrested on TV for writing her 
own name on a statue of George Washington in the park. She is wearing a 
ratty looking bathrobe as the cops hustle her away. 


1/16/2018 


I have made it my life's mission to sleep with Susan Sarandon. In the 
dream she appears as she did in the '90s so she is in her 40s. As it happens I 
do peripherally know her through a few friends and occasionally see her at 
parties and stuff like that. She knows who I am, but that's about it. 
Nonetheless, I am convinced that we must have sex. I start to stalk her, 
arrange to run into her in places, but she seems hip to that game so I don't go 
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too far with that. I come up with the idea of throwing a big party in her 
honor. 


To make the party memorable I have all of the hors d'oeuvres covered in 
precious gems. They are sparkly, but inedible. Susan laughs at me but thanks 
me for the party. I try to ask her out, but something distracts her and she flits 
away just as I'm getting to the point. I will not be deterred. 


It is a different day and I come across her bathing nude in stream. I am 
watching her from the bank. She spots me watching her and continues her 
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swim. She isn't titillated that I am watching her, nor is she repulsed. She 
simply doesn't care. It is clear that I am nobody to her. 


1/22/2018 


I and several other people are in a motel that is attached to a restaurant that 
also provides room service to the motel units. I guess it is sort of a cross 
between a hotel and a motel. The motel unit is large, several rooms. 


I and the others are spending most of our time in a big living room sort of 
space There are I think eight of us, men and women, all in our twenties. We 
are spending our time taking various drugs and having sex with one another. 
This is one of those very rare dreams of mine in which I actually participate 
in sex although I don't recall actually feeling it at least not the genital contact 
part of it. 


We were popping various pills (which looked sort of fanciful as I don't 
have much real life experience with pill popping to get high) and smoking a 
lot of hash. I had no idea where we were. I suspected that it was in one of the 
southern states because the pretty, perky blond waitress who brought us our 
food, snacks and beer had a southern accent. She was really good about 
ignoring the dense cloud of hash smoke and the fact that most of us were 
nude and engaged in various sex acts. At one point I am asking her to bring 
me a burger and beer while receiving a loud slurpy blowjob from a long 
haired brunette girl which she does a very good job of pretending not to see. 


It occurs to me that I really want to know where we are, but I don't want to 
just ask the waitress and sound like a drug addled fool so I decide to follow 
her out to the restaurant and grab a book of matches that will have the 
place's address on it. I am now fully dressed and follow her out the door 
across the small parking lot to the restaurant which is large and crowded. 
She is ahead of me and I call her name, which is Margie, and ask her for a 
match book, but for some reason she is trying to get away from me. She goes 
through the swinging doors to the kitchen and I follow her. 
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The kitchen is empty. It is large and I walk all the way to the back door 
and open it expecting to find a back lot with a dumpster or something, but 
instead it opens into an underground Industrial loading area. I am standing 
on a raised loading dock and down on the floor there is a velociraptor 
stalking around the place. Now the entire restaurant staff is standing on the 
dock with me and we are all staring at the dinosaur. Margie hands me a book 
of matches. I look at it and see that it is printed in an incomprehensible 
foreign language. 


The floor of the loading area is starting to fill with a rapidly hardening 
plastic foam designed to trap and immobilize the velociraptor. In a short 
time the dinosaur is completely covered in the pink, hard plastic foam. The 
surface of the foam starts to crack and then shatters as a huge insect like 
monster emerges. It looks a lot like a giant isopod only it has more claws. It 
is at least the size of a bus. 


I wake 


2/2/2018 


My mind feels disorganized and my senses jumbled. I have made a mix 
tape on cassette of animal sounds. I make a cover for it out of drafting 
vellum. I draw a picture of a cute bug on it and for some reason decide to 
label it in French, a language I do not speak. I am struggling with that as I 
wake up. 


2/6/2018 


A weird dream about my Amazon Echo, but it was different. Instead of a 
black cylinder, it was a doll under a glass dome. It would move and gesture 
realistically when it talked. Although it was still addressed as "Alexa" the 
doll was male, a teenage boy with dark hair and a smirky face. Unlike a real 
Echo, it was not simply responsive to voice. I also had to press a button on a 
tiny hand controller when I spoke to it so it would only respond to me. 


Zab 


I was living in a large apartment on the second of three floors with about 
three other people. Some of them were animated characters rather than 
actual human beings. None of them had names or specific personalities. 


The apartment upstairs was inhabited by at least a dozen fratboy types who 
were having a party. 


I suddenly notice that the Echo is missing. I press the button and say 
"Alexa, where are you?" The voice response came muffled through the 
ceiling over the sounds of the party. One of the knuckleheads from upstairs 
had taken it! 


It turns out that the apartments don't have actual front doors so the 
stairway that joined the floors was just over past the living room. It was easy 
for someone from another apartment to just come in and take something if 
they wanted to. 


I went up the stairs to find the party in progress. a bunch of thick-necked 
guys and poofy haired girls, some of them in bikinis. There were kegs of 
beer and plates of chicken wings. There was loud, dumb music playing, 
people dancing, a wet T-shirt competition going on out on a deck. 


The guys who lived here collected odd random objects all neatly displayed 
on glass shelving in various places. Glass cats, small machine parts, 
miniature paintings, sex toys, action figures, fossils, bonsai trees, jars with 
strange contents, toys, guns, wood carvings, jewels and a hundred other 
things. 


I Press the button and say "Alexa, where are you?" 


I hear "I'm right here." from the next room. In the next room, one if the frat 
boys is sitting on a throne surrounded by piles of treasure. Bikini girls are 
bringing him beer and wings in a worshipful manner. 


On a shelf nearby is the Echo. The little doll guy is drinking beer from a 
red plastic cup and eating a hot wing. I realize that Alexa wasn't stolen, he 
was just invited to the party. 
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2/8/2018 


I am working in a copy shop with a couple of other people. A woman 
brings us a job. The woman is in her thirties, dark haired and seems a very 
efficient, no nonsense type. She is dressed in the style of the 1920s. She 
brings us a pile of large envelopes. Each one contains some photos and some 
11" x17" pages. Each one is a dossier on a young woman. All of them seem 
to be contemporary to the 1920s with birth dates between 1905 and 1908. 
The first page is a short biography with a head shot stapled to it. The other 
pages contain medical data and details about their education and resumes. 
Several of the loose photos of the women are non-erotic nudes, one of them 
standing in front of a measuring stick showing her height and a few others of 
her being interviewed in an office, also nude, but looking fairly casual, 
sometimes smoking cigarettes. 


We need to transfer each of these dossiers onto 8 1/2" x 11" sheets in neatly 
stapled groups. The woman wants them back by the end of the day. It's not a 
particularly difficult job, but it is hard for me to resist reading the content to 
try and learn what it is about. There is no official letterhead that would 
indicate what company or agency these originate from. 


I look at the eyes of one of the women standing at the measuring stick and 
the photograph now seems alive and I am sitting next to her on a train. She is 
wearing some sort of uniform. I think at first it may be military, but 
somehow I think it isn't too. The train car is full of these uniformed women 
who I realize can't see me. I get up and start walking through the train 
through car after car filled with these young women. There are occasional 
men in business suits conferring with one another or speaking to one of the 
women, but I can never seem to catch what they are saying. 


As I pass through the cars they morph into a corridor in a hotel that 
becomes more and more serpentine in shape. Occasionally one of the 
uniformed women will walk past me or enter or exit one of the doors. I go 
down a long staircase. It is very long and gets wider the farther I descend. 


I wake. 
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2/13/2018 


I am at some huge sybaritic festival. There are bands, much consumption 
of drugs and liquor, lots of people wandering around in various degrees of 
undress or wild costumes. Almost everyone is wearing flower garlands and a 
floral aroma permeates everything. It is very bohemian, but there is a lot of 
corporate sponsorship. Everywhere you can buy an alcoholic drink, and 
there are a LOT of little concessions where you can, There is a sign with the 
logo of some green fruit flavored liqueur that seems to be in every drink they 
make and also Sam Adams beer is the only kind of beer you can get. At one 
point I try to get some other kind of beer from a guy who is selling it out of a 
Gypsy wagon. He is J K Simmons, or at least the dream character is *played 
by* J K Simmons. He finds me a can of PBR that isn't actually all that cold 
and sells it to me for $10 dollars. I would have paid only $7 for a Sam 
Adams and all of the drinks with the sweet green stuff were even cheaper. I 
have been going around shirtless, with a flower lei like everyone else and I 
am wearing a short kilt. It has no pockets, but I have a big wad of cash that I 
keep duct-taped to my inner thigh. It is a physical annoyance, but I am 
always aware that it is there where it is supposed to be. It hurts like a bastard 
every time I pull it off to pay for something. 


Also there are large flat screens in various places that promote events at the 
festival, tell when certain bands are playing, games you can join, etc. and 
trailers for a movie that is another big sponsor of the festival, a movie that 
stars Elizabeth Montgomery as a Mermaid. She looks very young and sexy 
although I am well aware that she must be well into her 80s at this point. In 
this dream she had not died a quarter century ago and I was unaware that she 
was anything but alive and kicking. 


There is one indoor venue in which there is a tiny elephant, about the size 
of a very large dog, but clearly not a baby. He is confined to one area by 
having had his trunk pierced with a large gold ring at the tip and it is 
tethered to a large, thick sheet of glass on the floor by a strap only a few feet 
long. This is such an obviously cruel way to imprison him, but no one seems 
concerned by it. In this building, Elizabeth Montgomery 1s giving a press 
conference. She looks very much as she did in the '60s, but is dressed in 
current fashion and with a current kind of hairstyle. She is discussing how 
she found doing all of the nudity that the movie called for to be very freeing. 
did note that she had been topless in the trailers. I had assumed that it had 
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been some sort of body double deal, so I was impressed that she had done it 
herself. 


2/14/2018 


This was more like something I was watching rather than something I was 
participating in. 


In the old west a little town is being inconvenienced by a 200 foot tall kitten 
that walks on its hind legs. He is gray and very cute and fluffy. 


He bumbles around tearing down telegraph wires, Stepping on cows, 
knocking down houses while chasing tumbleweeds and being a general pain 
in the neck. Still the towns people think he's kind of cute and don't want to 
actually kill him, they just want him to behave. 


They come up with a plan of how they can get someone close enough to 
his head that they can talk some sense to him. It is a wooden polyhedron 
about five feet on a side that is strongly attached to a house on the ground by 
a stout rope. The idea is that they will get the giant kitten to play with it and 
yank at it hard enough that it will lift up the house and the people inside can 
talk to the kitten. 


It works and five men make it up as high as the kitten's shoulder and they 
loudly make their case that he needs to calm down and stop breaking things, 
but he doesn't understand them because he's a kitten. 


2/28/2018 


I am on a bus that is speeding along a highway. A toddler in a red diaper is 
wandering the isle. No one including me seems too concerned but the kid 
wanders into the space of an unoccupied seat where there is an emergency 
door. I see just the top of the door as it suddenly swings open and I hear 
people gasps. I don't actually see the baby fall out, but I know that has 
happened. A woman calls for the bus to stop so she can go get the baby and 
the driver stops to let her out, but then keeps driving. I shout at him to turn it 
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around so we can go get them, but he says something about his schedule and 
keeps driving while everyone on the bus is shouting for him to turn it 
around. Then the bus is slowing down because there is a big sink hole ahead. 
Some people are helping a very large German Shepherd out of the hole and 
the edges are clearly crumbling inward. Now the driver tries to turn the bus 
around, but the highway is crumbling beneath us. There is a brief nose down 
fall and we strike water and are sinking. I'm not panicking. We still have air 
and I am certain we will hit bottom in seconds then we will all be able to 
swim to the surface. For some reason I am very annoyed that my phone will 
be destroyed as a result. We don't hit bottom. We just keep going down. 


I wake. 


3/15/2018 


I was in my 20s. I was visiting a woman who had been my girlfriend once, 
but wasn't anymore but we were still friends. She had a new boyfriend, but 
he wasn't around. She was a woman who I had had sex with a couple of 
times in real life, but we were never a couple. Someone I haven't so much as 
thought about in decades. She is dark haired and very pretty with 
Mediterranean type features. She is curvy with a generous bosom. She does 
have a name, but I'll just call her “the woman” because she was a real 
person. Anyway when I got there she made me a nice meal of stew and then 
we had some pretty abandoned sex. She told me not to make anything of it, 
that she had no interest in getting back together, that she was just being 
"sociable". I didn't have a problem with that. 


While I was staying with her I was working on a project. I was writing a 
musical based on Star Trek, but I was doing it by making wood cuts of each 
scene and printing them. Each scene I printed would come to life like a little 
movie. If I had to edit, I would re-cut a part of the block and print it again. I 
was doing this work on her front porch and there were the woman's two 
identical gray tabby cats that were hanging around. A guy bicycles up to the 
porch. He introduces himself, but I can't remember the name he gave me. He 
is a whimsical looking fellow with sharp, but rather handsome features and 
he seems to be doing a sort of half-assed cosplay of Sherlock Holmes with a 
deerstalker cap and an unlit calabash pipe. He picks up one of the cats and 
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explains that it is needed elsewhere and rides off with the cat in the basket of 
the bike. The woman comes out to check on me and I tell her that Sherlock 
Holmes kidnapped her cat. She says, "Oh, him! Don't worry about it. It's not 
a problem." 


She takes me to a mall where there is a store where I can get art supplies, 
but the mall is very futuristic There are flying cars zooming through the air 
above and big hologram advertisements sort of like in the new Bladerunner 
movie. There are all sorts of things going on. The woman also had 
something to do there. She was bringing a grandfather clock to be repaired. 
She had me hauling it on a two wheeled hand truck and it was quite 
awkward but we finally get it to where it is going to be repaired which is a 
blacksmith's shop that is in this super high tech mall. She has to dicker with 
the blacksmith so I go off to look around in a bookstore. I run into Dwayne 
"the Rock" Johnson who is an old buddy of mine. He is a big beefy guy and 
he has a bunch of his friends with him who are also big beefy guys. They are 
all classically handsome with chiseled movie star features. Dwayne and I are 
talking about books. He is telling me how he is totally caught up in young 
adult literature. There is a definite homoerotic vibe between Dwayne's 
friends, but I choose not to think too much about that. 


There is a crash and I see that the grandfather clock has fallen from a 
flying car onto the main concourse and has been reduced to a pile of 
wreckage. The woman is driving the car and I can just make out her 
swearing from far above. 


I wake. 


After I woke I became curious about the real life woman the dream woman 
was based on and I googled her. She had a fairly unusual first name and I 
found her Facebook page. It was her alright. She passed away three years 
ago. 
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3/18/2018 


This isn’t a dream, but musings about dreams over my lifetime. 


Over my life, the kinds of dreams I have changed considerably. 


Before puberty I was plagued by nightmares, and also bedwetting which 
may be related. A lot of monsters and hellish situations. Often there was a 
huge machine, some sort of industrial thing that for some reason would fill 
me with intense fear. I always awoke from these dreams with my limbs 
feeling unnaturally heavy. Upon hitting puberty the nightmares declined 


sharply. 


By the time I was 21 I mostly had only non-threatening dreams. My 
dreams also became far more literal. Usually they involved people I knew 
doing the sorts of things they normally do. Some of them seemed like they 
might be prophetic because their actions seemed so plausible. When 
someone actually did something that happened in one of my dreams, I would 
often believe I had foreseen it. I also had lots of sex dreams in this era from 
which I would often awake in a highly aroused state. 


Those sorts of dreams faded away later in my 20s and I started having 
dreams that were like fantasy vignettes. I would envision nonexistent 
animals or other strange beings. Sometimes things would get very 
psychedelic. I'm pretty sure that my actual use of psychedelics influenced 
this. This was also the time when any sex in a dream started happening out 
of view. I would know it had happened, but wouldn't actually experience it. 


By the time I was 30 I had started to have dreams in my current mold. Lots 
of very story oriented stuff often involving travel or being in an unknown 
place. This was around the time I noticed that I could not read most text in 
dreams. This was also when a lot of nude people started to appear in my 
dreams with great regularity. 


In my mid forties I stopped dreaming altogether, probably as my heart and 
blood pressure issues were creeping up on me. When I finally ended up in 
the hospital and the shot me full of drugs to bring down my crazy high blood 
pressure, they suddenly came back. That night in my hospital bed I had the 
first really vivid and remembered dream in several years. 


After that the strange encounters motif was added and became a major 
theme. 
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In my 50s I started to have a lot of songs and poems become prominent 
and a lot of stuff about relationships that didn't have anything to do with my 
real life at all. A lot of "mission" dreams started to appear. I would be 
somehow sucked into some strange intrigue, frequently very Sci-Fi or 
fantasy oriented. My character in the dream often wasn't me at all. 
Sometimes I would be a different race or female or an animal. Sometimes I 
would have very different morals, for instance be able to murder without 
emotion. 


Following the death of my mother she often began appearing in my 
dreams. Before then she would pop up occasionally, but was never a major 
player. Since her death she is around a lot. 


Right around the time I turned 60 I started being able to occasionally read 
in dreams. Also I started to actually experience erotic content which hadn't 
happened since my early 20's. 


I have never had a large number of flying dreams or dreams about being in 
my underwear in public. Many of my dreams do have the popular trope 
about being late for something though. 


3/26/2018 


It is the early 1930s. I'm a girl about 19 years old. I'm on the Staten Island 
Ferry heading into Manhattan at night with about 20 other girls. We are all 
going to see a late show, Clark Gable in It Happened One Night. It is 
crowded and we are all bunched up together, excited about the movie. I am 
acutely aware of all of the other girls touching me and all heated up about 
Clark Gable. One of the girls who is next to me incidentally is pressing her 
breasts against me. Her nipples are stiff from the cool night air. I desperately 
want to put my hands on them. The slight aroma of sex 1s in the air. It isn't 
just us. The men on the boat have noticed the giggling gaggle of girls and we 
have their attention. Eyes and smiles. Some of the girls blush and smile, but 
don't actually encourage men to approach. The sound of the ferry cutting 
through the water seems to be getting louder, drowning out our voices as we 
laugh and gossip. 
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The dream becomes semi-lucid, just enough for me to realize that I am an 
old man, not a teenage girl, that this body is just a dream costume I am 
wearing. Not my time, not my place, but I am also very smoothly 
transitioning into consciousness. Not at all the sensation of waking from one 
world into another, but of one *becoming* the other. 


3/27/2018 


This one is a bit hard to sort out. 


It took place at an apartment I had in Somerville in the '70s. My ex wife 
was there although I did not yet know her at the time I lived in that pad. I 
think she was there because we had some conversation on Facebook in the 
last few days. She was not a major participant though just kind of standing 
there on the sidelines. 


This room mate (who does not correspond to anyone I actually have 
known) has found an electric football game in the trash and has decided that 
he can fix it and make it work. Let me make one thing very clear. Everyone 
in this dream including myself referred to this thing as a "football" game, but 
upon waking even my largely sports illiterate mind knew that it was clearly a 
hockey game with these plastic nets at either end And the field was white, 
clearly to represent ice rather than green like grass. 


So anyway, our understanding was that this particular football game used 
trained insects as players and that once we got it to power up, they would 
come out and play the game. Sure enough he gets the power hooked up and 
suddenly a bunch of large insects swarm out onto the play area led by an ant, 
but there are beetles, sow bugs, scorpions, spiders, mantises, centipedes and 
what-have-you, all large and there seemed to be more of them than required 
to play a game of football. 


At this point roommate realizes that you need a remote control to tell the 
bugs what to do, but he didn't find it with the set. The bugs are just standing 
there looking expectant, impatient. My ex is drumming her fingers on her 
hip. 


I wake. 
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3/28/2018 


I am in my early 20s. I'm an intern working for a very famous 
physicist/professor who published a hugely popular book about his theory of 
the origin of the universe about 20 years ago and did a popular TV series 
based on it. His work is considered far less relevant now than it was then and 
many parts of his theory have been supplanted, but he is still a "star". 


I barely see the professor at all. We were formally introduced and after that 
I have mostly just seen him rushing to and fro. I work directly under his 
personal assistant, a harried and high-strung grad student who has been 
working on his thesis longer than he should have been because he spends 
most of his waking hours handling the professor. Whenever I ask him a 
question, he answers it speaking very quickly and curtly as if every time I 
speak to him I'm draining his energy. I suspect he may be using cocaine. 


The professor is to be given a testimonial dinner, but it is really a forced 
retirement. His theory has fallen out of fashion and he is being drummed out 
as an embarrassment to the university. He sits at the head of a table that is up 
on a dais with his wife and the president of the university. I can tel from his 
face that he is well aware of what is really going on. I am at a table with his 
assistant who I realize is softly weeping. He suddenly rises from hi chair and 
leaves the room. 


I go after him out of the building to make sure he is ok and I see he has run 
off into the woods. I find him collapsed by a boulder sobbing hysterically. 
"What will I do without him?!?" He wails. 


I don't say anything but I'm thinking "Finish your thesis for one thing." 


I saw some tomato plants with fruit that glowed brilliant red in the dark 
when I was coming up the path. I decide to go back and get him one thinking 
it might make him feel better. The tomatoes are very beautiful, ripe and they 
emit a rosy glow. I pick one and hold it in my hands. It is slightly warm. 


I wake. 
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4/3/2018 


I am in New York City. It is a part of the city I don't recognize, so I don't 
know how I know it's New York. In this neighborhood all of the women are 
masked with satin veils that only their eyes peek out of and wear sexy, 
provocative clothing even though not all of them have sexy provocative 
bodies. The men are all wearing odd berets that have a short brim around 
them. Most of them are a deep moss green although some are a deep muted 
red. Apparently this is an ethnic neighborhood of some ethnicity I have 
never heard of. 


I am in a large but run-down looking apartment in that neighborhood. 
Present at the party are various people in my life, not al of whom are the 
sorts I would normally tend to party with, but the atmosphere is congenial. 
he various servants are all of the neighborhood's ethnic group although given 
the nature of the apartment I wouldn't have expected residents to throw the 
kind of party that had servants. All of the servants speak gibberish but 
understand English perfectly. Tuxedoed men in berets are carrying trays of 
various exotic hors d'oeuvres. The bartender is a veiled woman wearing a g- 
string and pasties although she has a perfectly ordinary body with love 
handles and sagging breasts that have obviously nursed a child or two. She 
makes me an absolutely perfect martini. When I compliment her on it she 
holds two fists touching in front of her heart, bows her head slightly and 
mutters some gibberish. 


The police suddenly appear and drag off one of the waiters. None of the 
party guests pay that much notice but one woman whispers to me "He stole 
some shoes." 


I wake. 
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4/4/2018 


I was at some sort of party at an arts college. I was the age I am now, but 
everyone else were students. There was lots of drinking and flirting. I was 
beguiled by many of the young women there, but had resolved to keep my 
hands to myself. A visiting artist was in an adjoining room where he was 
painting a beautiful black couple in the nude. They were given occasional 
breaks when they would come out and join the party still completely nude. 
The woman explained to me that the artist insisted that they stay naked until 
he was done. She was utterly beautiful and curvy. The man had the body of 
an Olympic decathlete and a large, thick cock. I kind of wanted to touch it, 
weigh it in my hands, but I refrained. 


There was a girl, about 20 years old or so I was conversing with. She was 
wearing a white top that was low cut and loose so that every time she moved 
it exposed her small very pretty breasts. She was touching me frequently as 
we talked and her conversation was of a highly sexual nature. She was 
discussing how much she enjoyed performing fellatio on her boyfriend. She 
pointed him out across the room talking to the nude woman. She continued 
talking in graphic detail about her cocksucking technique and flashing her 
boobs and I got an erection. She noticed and smirked. “Well, I guess it is a 
hot topic.” 


I woke with a serious case of morning wood and had to race to the 
bathroom 


4/7/2018 


I am working in a wood shop with several other people including a woman 
who is apparently my wife or girlfriend. We have a very familiar, 
comfortable relationship that feels like it has an intimate aspect. 


I decide I need to go home for something. For some reason I have a 
Segway rather than a bicycle and both of its tires are flat. I push it home 
where I know I have a pump. 


I am entering the house through an arched doorway that has an inclined 
floor. Someone behind me says "Excuse me" in a foreign accent I cannot 
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place. I turn and see it is a slender woman with short dark hair. She has a 
pretty face. I allow her to pass me and she enters. I somehow know she 
belongs there, but I have no idea in what capacity. Is she a room mate, my 
daughter, the maid? I have no clue. 


I set about looking for the tire pump which I thought had been near the 
front door, but it isn't there. I ask the woman who is right next to me where it 
is and she leads me to a laundry room where the pump is along with various 
other items including a large plastic gun that I somehow know is for blowing 
giant soap bubbles. 


I grab the pump and go back to pump up my tires. I lose my way and keep 
walking in circles through various hallways. 


I wake. 


4/15/2018 


I am alone on an asteroid that is far out in the solar system but headed 
inward to cross the orbit of Earth. It has an atmosphere, but it is thin. I find 
myself gasping and occasionally dizzy. I sleep a lot. I am in a large building 
that seems to be a museum of the life of the great technologist Reed 
Richards. It is dominated by a 12 foot statue of him. The statue does not 
depict the Richards in early middle age in his Fantastic 4 outfit. This is a 
much older, bald man in street clothes. He made this place on the asteroid as 
library to preserve the knowledge of humanity that was in danger of being 
lost. 


I eat meals provided by machines. The earth grows closer. It looks 
different. The oceans are deep green. The continents yellow brown. There 
are no icecaps and few clouds. The asteroid passed close to Earth very fast. I 
was only close for half an hour or so, just long enough to see that the planet 
was clearly lifeless. 
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4/21/2018 


The woman brought me puzzles to solve. Sometimes they are merely 
word based conundrums, sometimes intricate sets of rings to untangle or 
mystery boxes or variants on Rubik's cube. Sometimes they are disorganized 
masses of living flesh that can be untangled into an animal. 


Her age and appearance varies, but I know she is always the same person. 
Sometimes she is an ancient crone in a hooded robe, others she is an 
efficient executive type, perfectly put together, attractive but untouchable. 
Sometimes a virginal, wide-eyed young girl with a musical laugh. 
Sometimes she is a sexy seductress. Sometimes she is a tired working 
woman who looks older than her years, but they are all costumes worn by 
the same personage who has come to challenge me to solve her puzzles. 


I think I might be her prisoner and I am a little afraid that I might die if I 
fail to solve a puzzle. She has endless patience and she watches me as I work 
each problem. 


This seemed to go on for hours, but in real time it was less than a half 
hour. I woke briefly before and after and saw the clock. 


4/23/2018 
I just dozed off at my desk for only a few minutes... 


I was in a car with some friends. We were driving through rural 
Pennsylvania. There was a billboard for a tourist trap, a museum of strange 
oddities featuring "The World's Most IMPORTANT Sangwich!" That's how 
it was spelled. I demanded that we get off the road and go there, but nobody 
but me wanted too. 


I woke. 
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4/25/2018 


I seem to live in a seaside village. Not much happens there. I mostly eat a 
strange shellfish. It is large and resembles an Abalone. They are in my 
refrigerator. They come two each in a foam plastic fitted carton like an egg 
carton. In the shell there is a twisted mass that is probably the gut. I don't eat 
that. I try to eat another part that is like a plastic bag full of rubber bands. I 
can't bite through it and decide it is inedible. There is also a mass of soft and 
delicious white meat that tastes a bit like lobster, but the consistency is more 
like melon or avocado. It is one of the best things I have ever eaten. 


The house next door is occupied by a pair of pretty young women who 
seem to be madly in love with one another. They are always in physical 
contact. Holding hands or elbows hooked together. Gazing into each other's 
eyes. Kissing frequently. Sounds of lovemaking often are coming from the 
house. 


I am occasionally visited by Dwayne "The Rock" Johnson. He is crippled 
and walks using home made looking wooden leg braces. He tells pointless 
stories and forgets where he 1s. I suspect that he has dementia. Every time he 
goes home he forgets one of his shoes. There is a small pile of four or five 
of them in a corner of the yard. 


4/26/2018 


I am going to visit my mother. She is elderly. She lives on the third floor 
of a building that is all by itself out in the woods. 


I arrive and go to take the elevator which is full of boxes and dusty 
furniture and looks like it hasn't moved in years. the doors close and it starts 
to move but it vibrates and makes a lot of noise. It stops at the second floor 
and I decide that it must actually be out of order so I get off and go looking 
for the stairs. It looks like I am in someone's living room, but it is huge. I 
speak to a very attractive and well-kept looking woman. I sense that she is 
quite rich. I ask her where the stairs are. She is very friendly and helpful and 
sends me in the right direction. 


The floor is expansive and I am passing through many well furnished 
rooms. It almost seems as if it might not be a home at all, but the furniture 
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display in a big department store. Even so, it is full of people doing at home 
type stuff like having cocktails, changing clothing, napping on a couch or 
watching television so I was never sure. 


I reach the stairs which lead up to my mother's place. This was not quite 
my mother as I remember her. The apartment had almost no books and she 
had a couple of parakeets, but no cats. Instead of letting her hair go naturally 
gray, she dyed it jet black. 


She said that she had to go shopping and I informed her that the elevator 
was out of order, but that I could walk her down the stairs. We started to go 
down arm in arm very slowly. 


The dream faded. 


This is such a typical dream for me in almost all aspects. The isolated 
building. My mother who is not like my mother was living in a place she 
never lived. A broken or strange elevator. A building bigger on the inside 
than the outside. These are all motifs that appear again and again in my 
dreams. 
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Dream Journal 4/28/2018 © 


appears in the dream, just that is the face 
I see whenever I think about him. 

He - isto be given a cash award_for. 
of od deeds and that award is to take ‘the 
Form of a special check made out to om 


3 ny TO THE 
poe CASta $ [1,000,000,000,00/000,000,0¢ 
One Zillion and 00/100 DoLLaRs piss 


bu EMO For all the good stuff 


She ScAmendrich ru Foundation 


> fe . : ‘ ame AUTHORIZED ee ay 
that’ will be printed in’a’very local paper, 
the Coney Island Fee. 


I learn that the guy is out of town and I realize that because it 
is made out’ to Q cash, just anybody could go and take it out of his 
mail. boxrand 9 cash, it. I make it my mission to make it to his 
mailbox to rescue the check for him before some 

reprobate decided to purloin it. 

I hop in my 18 wheeler which 
happens to be hauling a container 
iger’>: Pan r! ‘full of ancho peppers and head for 

: . ‘Coney Island via I-95. There is 
yer! patriotic music playing and I'm the 
hero! 
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In Coney Island there is a bad guy plotting to steal the paper from 
the mailbox. He wears a spandex costume that has a roadmap theme. 
My progress toward Coney Island can be seen as a moving dot on his 
chest. He had some clever comic book villain name, but I can't 
remember it. 


His evil lair is 
near the docks in Brooklyn. He is 
Jim Carrey *or* he is played by feng 
Jim Carrey in the movie they make ~ A) Hyognario ws 
about this, I'm just not sure. iw ¥ i, (9) 


Throughout this 
entire thing Iam also 
envisioning the film 

o . that willbe made about 


, In the movie, I'm 
{ W played by Jason Alexander, 
whichI hate the idea of, 
but he puts in afine 
performance nonetheless. = 
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Anyway, via telepathy, I induce a huge steel girder to fall on de ] 

the bad guy as he is racing to the mailbox and he is no longer 4 J 

in the picture. 
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I arrive at Coney Island where I deliver my container of peppers and 
then head for the guy's mailbox. His house just happens to be part 
of the same building where I unloaded the container, so instead of 
wae there I rush through the inside and out the front door to 
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. he ae le 
I almost miss the paper because it is so small. Gai ‘ YZ 


It is just a folded sheet of newsprint like a supermarket iy => 
i j 


-_ j 


~The check is printed right on the front. 
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sonzr Fee wram 


Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consec tetuer 
adipis cing elit done mit derame. 

Pracsent vestibulum molestic lacus. Aenean nonummy hendrent mauris. 
Phasellus porta. Fusce suscipit Donce ¢; clu lacinia fer 
Donec in velit vel ipsum auctor pulvinar. Pro cat usce 
susvarius mi. Cum sociis natoque penatibus et < dis parturient montes, 
nas ur ridiculus mus. Nulla dui. Fusee feugiat ma yada odio, Morbi nunc 
odio, gravida at, cursus nec, luctus a, lorem. Maccenas tristique orci ac sem. 
Duis ultricies pharctra macna_ 
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fivor of Ne +s i : 
Mayor of New York, who is played by Joe Pantoliano is shaking my 
a parade for me. 
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There was a whole lot more, but these are the only parts I can remember. 
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Iam not usually a hero in my dreams. More frequently I am the victim of a 
series of accidents. 


The idea of simultaneously taking part in the action and visualizing the 
future movie to be made about it is very unusual. It is such a strange and 
difficult to narrate scenario that I have only seen it once in literature. Maybe 
someone has tried it in a movie, but I've never seen it. 


The appearance of a comic book type villain is Pretty strange for me. 


The “Fee” is a weird name for a newspaper. 


5/11/2018 


It is the 1970s. A Summer day on Cambridge common. There are people 
around strolling or sitting down with lunch. I smell the occasional whiff of 
pot smoke, but I can't spot the source. A thin girl in jeans and an army jacket 
is busking with a guitar on the steps of the war memorial. He head is bowed 
as she is playing and her long hair hangs down covering her face so I only 
see her face occasionally and I don't find her attractive, but she has a 
beautiful singing voice. I think at first that it is a Dylan song that she is 
singing, but it isn't. 


"That is the which you was, 

I don't know if that's because, 
Or why you are calling me, 
As if we were more than three, 
and what about the bears?" 


There was more, but that's the only part of the lyrics I can remember. 
Later the sun was setting and I found a dime. 
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5/20/2018 


Highly erotic dream. Mostly touch, smell and taste rather than visual 
which is quite unusual for me. 


I am on a bed in a darkened room with a woman. I see her mostly in 
silhouette. She is full figured and has long curly hair. I am running my 
hands over her body. I caress her heavy breasts in my hands, lightly 
pinch her large nipples evoking soft approving murmurs from her. She 
is stroking my cock which 1s very hard. Her hands are soft, but grip 
firmly. I take one of her nipples in my lips feeling its texture and start 
kissing my way down her body. She lays back and allows me to 
spread her legs apart. I am kissing the inside of her thighs and she 
sighs deeply. The aroma of her pussy is overwhelming. I kiss her 
vulva lightly and she wraps her legs around me and lifts her pelvis to 
accept the kiss as I slowly run my tongue up and down her slit, 
lingering on her clit for only a few seconds at a time. He breath 
catches. She emits a few soft high pitched cries. I push my tongue into 
her vagina and she rises to meet it burying my whole face in her 
pussy, soaking my beard in her juices. I am rubbing my cock against 
the sheets, very close to cumming. I pull out my tongue and move 
back to her clit as I insert two fingers into her. Her inner texture, 
smooth, wet ridges is vividly real. As I vibrate the tip of my tongue, 
she starts to cum. “Huh-huh-huh!” followed by a low moan. I feel her 
vagina constrict around my fingers. Her legs are tightly wrapped 
around me and she has her hands on the back of my head. My face is 
held against her pussy so hard that I can barely breath. I ejaculate onto 
the sheets forcefully. Several strong jets of jizm. 


I woke suddenly. I was aware that it had all been a dream. I had a 
very hard erection. While I had not actually ejaculated in my sleep, I 
was wet with a lot of precum. I started to masturbate and only a very 
few strokes got me to the point of orgasm. That I remembered this so 
specifically and in such detail may be because my waking was sudden 
and I was in a state of high arousal. I did not ease back to 
consciousness, but was snapped back by my dream orgasm. I had not 
had an orgasm in a dream since I was a teen. 
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5/29/2018 


Maybe it's a tavern or maybe it is some sort of fraternal lodge hall, But 
there are a lot of men with big glass steins of beer. The atmosphere is 
raucous, but congenial. Everyone is having a good time. There is a guy up 
on a riser pounding a piano and everyone is singing. 


Who hates Hannigan? 
We hate Hannigan! 
Who hates Hannigan? 
WE DO!!! 


Why hate Hannigan? 
Well I hate Hannigan! 
Do you hate Hannigan? 
ME TOO!!! 


There is a slight tricky beat between the third and fourth line of the song. 
There is also an occasional ragtimey instrumental break. 


As the crowd is singing various guys are filing past a keg next to the piano 
and refilling their glasses. As they approach one guy whacks each person in 
line on the ass with a big wooden paddle before he gets to have more beer. 
This is met with merry laughter. It doesn't seem like a highbrow crowd. 


I wake thinking that I wouldn't walk into that place if I were Hannigan. 


6/2/2018 


I have a job in this place, I'm not sure what they do. Sort of a combination 
of a department store/ office/ convention center. It is only my second day on 
the job and I am not completely situated. People keep asking me questions 
that I do not know the answer to. I am supposed to have access to orientation 
materials online, but I don't think I have been assigned a password or email 
account yet. I go looking for my boss who is named Jim Kelly. I worked for 
a guy named that years ago, but I'm not at all sure if it is the same person. I 
have to go looking for him to get the information I need to start doing my 
job. 
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One person pulls me aside explaining that they need tables in the other 
room where there is part of a convention of some public morals watch 
group. It is a darkened room and they are showing lesbian porn on a huge 
screen. A speaker at a podium was lecturing about what constituted the 
proper depiction of cunnilingus vs. a highly immoral depiction. I was too 
busy fussing with people about getting tables set up to understand the 
distinction. It just seemed to me that there was an awful lot of moaning and 
pussy lapping and some squirting as well up on that screen for a presentation 
at a public morals group. Some of the rapt audience appeared to be involved 
in self-gratification. After a while the conventioneers were satisfied with the 
arrangement of the tables and I was able to get out of there an continue 
looking for my boss. 


There was a lecture on public shaming going on where my boss's office 
was supposed to be. I threw up my arms in frustration and tried to head back 
to my office through various retail departments, convention rooms and 
offices. 

Finally I run into my girlfriend who is a short, cute Vietnamese girl. She has 
worked here longer than me so I ask her how to get in touch with Kelly. She 
tries to tell me, but I can't understand her because of her accent. I finally 
make her write it down. It's an email address. I remember it being something 
like jkelly@ZuZzYhhz.com. She had written it on a piece of a candy bar 
wrapper. I give her a peck and rush off. 


At the office my workstation is just confusing. Instead of a keyboard I 
have this thing like a dial with a pointer that you are supposed to point at a 
letter and push a button and only the letters H and U seem to work. Also my 
chair is way too short so I can't see the monitor when I'm sitting. 


The office manager is around though, she is a perky dark haired woman, 
she might be Flo from the Progressive insurance commercials. She happens 
to have a new keyboard for me right there, but tells me that I have to go 
down to the office supplies department to requisition a chair. I go down 
there. The department is run by a college age girl who has apparently made 
sarcasm he major lifestyle choice. She doesn't seem to think I am cool 
enough to rate one of the big chairs. She is rolling her eyes at my frenzied 
complaints. 
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I wake. 


6/8/2018 


Just weird impressions. 


I have broken into someone's garage so I can label a roll of blueprints. I 
end up frightening the homeowner's girlfriend. 


The bus I am riding is attacked by tiny Star Wars storm troopers. They can 
fly. 


The guy sitting next to me on the bus is having his tattoos carefully 
examined by a hot young woman with '20s style bobbed hair. 


6/9/2018 


It is a big dirty room where our work is done. We receive job orders, but 
there is also a white plastic bucket half filled with cold water where people 
place eggs. Every so often someone will reach in and crack one of the eggs 
leaving both its shell and contents in the water, but both quickly fade out of 
existence leaving the water clean. 


I get a job that had two CD-ROMS full of data with the instructions "See if 
you can make ten copies of each of these." I copy off all of the data and 
reproduce the labels which I put on new blank CDs and then burn the data 
onto them and put the finished ones in envelopes. And then place the 
finished job in the bin for pickup. 


A guy come along who is my boss. He is actually someone who used to be 
my boss a long time ago. For some reason he speaks like a mush-mouthed 
stroke victim, but I can understand him. He looks over the job and says the 
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CDs look good but I didn't have to actually make them, the order just said 
*see* if I could make them, not actually make them. 
I just heave a deep sigh and move on. 


The bacteria cultures I have been carefully maintaining are dead. 


6/12/2018 


Every day I go for lunch at the little cafe that serves strange dishes like a 
bug on toast or air in a Jar. It is run according to the theories of this Japanese 
dramatist. He has made me his friend and constantly baffles me with weird 
pronouncements. He puts words together in ways that make me wonder if he 
really understands English at all. His work studio is full of jars that have 
nothing inside them except maybe a stain on the inside of the glass or maybe 
a bit of mold. His assistant is a moody girl. An angry at the world type. She 
has straight black hair and pale skin. She may be Asian or she may be a 
white girl who seems Asian. The playwright thinks I should make love to 
her, but I believe that she despises me so I do nothing. In one of the jars is a 
little man-like creature less than a centimeter tall. He tells me his name is 
Roj-a-jojjer. 


I wake 


6/18/2018 


I was having a conversation with some guy. It wasn't a particularly notable 
conversation except at one point the guy used the phrase "Now back up the 
sampan, Charlie!" apparently meaning "slow your roll" or "Now hold on a 
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minute!" 


. oe 
I actually had to look up the word sampan when I woke up. 


7/7/2018 
L, 


I walk into a theater, an auditorium of some sort. There is a screen and 
projected on it is a scene of the execution of a woman by lethal injection. 
Somehow I know it is live, not a film. The woman is brought out. She is 
dressed in a hospital gown. There is a group of people present who are 
calling for the guards to strip her, but they don't comply. The woman mocks 
them, calling them queers and sissies. They strap her to the table and I 
decide that I don't need to see this and walk out into a hallway and there is a 
staircase leading up. I go up and finds a small room with ashes about a foot 
deep on the floor. I have a vision that the ashes are the ashes of thousands of 
brunt pairs of shoes, but then I realize that they are the ashes of burnt toys, 
but then I somehow know that it is the ashes of burnt children and I am now 
covered in it. 
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I am visiting with my mother. She is young, like in her twenties, well 
before I was born. She has taken me to a book store with a friend of hers, a 
blonde woman. They are playing some game involving book titles that I 
don't understand. 


Later we are having dinner at her place and there is a man there who is 
trying to describe something he saw once, a movie about rocket-men of the 
future. I realize that he is talking about a cartoon show that won't be around 
until the 21st century, but it's the 1940s right now. None of this makes sense. 


I go for a walk. It is the late afternoon with long slanting shadows. There is 
the shadow of a decoratively made wrought iron fence from across the street 
projected across the sidewalk I am walking on. I notice that something is 
moving in the shadow, a pair of birds are sitting together in one of the ring 
shaped hollows of the fence and their bodies together make the shape of a 
heart and because they are breathing and moving a bit it looks like the heart 
is beating. I reach for my cell phone to capture this image, but it isn't there. 


I wake. 


7/14/2018 


I'm lying in bed when I get a call from a guy in Rhode Island who wants 
me come to his place and bring a magic potion to him. I tell him alright, but 
he has to pay me 200 dollars an let me fuck his girlfriend. He also has to pay 
my train fare. He agrees and I get up to get ready to go. My room mate, who 
is a handsome blonde surfer dude, and his girlfriend who is a thin, pretty 
brunette are in the kitchen making breakfast. 


I'm talking with my roommate when I hear his girlfriend yelp. She is 
pointing to something on the floor. At first I think it is a pair of millipedes 
mating, but it is actually a small, two-headed snake! Its body splits about a 
third of the way down. Its a black snake, but where the body splits it turns 
white. The two heads are also black. Altogether it is only about 8 inches 
long, but the girl is still pretty freaked out. I guess she doesn't like snakes in 
the first place and this one has two heads. She wants us to kill it, but I won't 
let her. I want to bring it to the guy in Rhode Island because it is big magic. 
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While we are arguing it slips under a book case and it flushes out a few 
more reptiles. A garter snake, a few skinks and horntoads and a couple of 
turtles, one of which is bright yellow. I reach under the shelf and grab the 
two-headed snake and it wraps around my wrist like a bracelet and calmly 
stays there. It looks accusingly at my roommate's girlfriend with one of its 
heads. 


I wake. 


7/19/2018 


I dozed off on the bus, and dreamed. It was more like twilight sleep really, 
but a friend who had died a few years back was sitting next to me. He looked 
like a bum. It's like 80 degrees out and he is wearing a thick down jacket and 
he had a big bushy beard. His hands were really dirty. 


"Rich, You're dead!" 
"You think that's a big deal?" 


"It makes me think that I must be dead too. Only dead people can talk to 
dead people." 


"Please! Lots of people talk to the dead!" 
"Did you when you were alive?" 
"I never believed in life after death." 


"Well neither do I!" 
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"Not as little as me apparently." 
"Well, at least I'm not dead." 
"For now." 


The bus came to my stop and I snapped out of it 


7/20/2018 


I am at work. I have a co-worker who is really strange. A skinny guy with 
a black mullet. He pushed me into another room and slammed the door, but I 
could still see him through a glass insert in the door. His eyes are rolled back 
in his head and he is laughing. He turns out the lights so I can't see him 
anymore. 


I wake. 


8/3/2018 


I live in the front yard of the apartment I lived in in White Plains, NY. I 
am a young man. I am working on a painting on glass. It is about 7 inches 
square and it is a self-portrait. It is done in such a way that I have painted the 
details first and then the broader areas of color so that when viewed through 
the glass it looks proper. I decide to also finish and detail the back side, but 
the back is an image of me without a beard. 


In the yard someone has built a miniature town. The water tower comes up 
to my knee. I lean the painting against the base of the tower. 


8/4/2018 


I am at the maker space working on something that requires more 
precision tools than are there. I remember that my roommate has a bunch of 
tiny tools because his hobby is making tiny android robots, so I go home to 
borrow some of his tools. He isn't there. I am looking longingly at his 
collection of high precision tools, but I know he would be furious if I 
borrowed them without asking. 


I start browsing his bookshelves because he has many interesting titles and 
as I am the room sort of morphs into a rare book department in a very 
upscale department store, the kind of place that they don't even let riff-raff 
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like me into in the first place. It is full of shelves and tables laden with 
centuries old leather-bound volumes. They smell amazing! 


There are other people milling about and checking out the books and there 
are also these guys, Unusually handsome and well dressed guys, walking 
around the place and talking to people. I realize that they are like the models 
that sometimes walk around department stores and talk to people about what 
they are wearing, only these guys aren't showing off their suits like I would 
expect. also each one of them is holding some sort of prop. 


My roommate is now beside me and we are looking at old tomes together 
when one of these guys approaches and stars talking to us. he is holding a 
large lens maybe four inches in diameter. "Hello! My name is Steven. Are 
you gentlemen interested in the investment of a lifetime? My company has 
obtained a number of towns and small cities in various 'flyover' states. We 
have bought them out lock, stock and barrel, and are converting them into 
massive call centers and server farms! The populations are all employed in 
them and we don't have to pay very high wages to them. It hardly matters 
anyway because they give it all back at our company stores! You can still 
get in on this amazing opportunity for a surprisingly small......." 


I am outraged and point my finger at Steven interrupting him and say 
"Shut up and give it to me!" 


He just stares at me. I repeat louder "Shut up and give it to me!" I repeat it 
several times and he sheepishly hands over the lens. I notice that it is only 
made of plastic and is very dusty. "We will not ask politely of the plutocracy 
what should be shared with all and we will not thank them for doing what 
they should!" 


My roommate says "I never knew you were so militant!" 
I'm kind of baffled myself. "Neither did I." 


Around the room, various others are confronting the models with "Shut up 
and give it to me!" and collecting their silly props from them. 


The dream fades. 


8/11/2018 


288 


I am walking along a country road with a good friend. I was never sure of 
his exact identity though. I am talking about wanting to get back into high 
power rocketry but also saying it is way too expensive. 


We are heading to a campsite where a women we had both been with at 
different times was camping with her current boyfriend who neither of us 
knew. My friend said he needed to borrow a book from her. I still had a 
cordial relationship with this woman, him less so. Apparently there had been 
indiscretions. He never talked about it in detail. 


We arrive at the campsite where she is cuddling with her boyfriend on an 
air mattress. She sees my friend and points to a backpack. She says "It's over 
there. Take it and go." I make friendly small talk with her and her boyfriend 
while my friend gets the book and then we split. It seems pretty clear that the 
only reason my friend had to come here to get the book was an excuse to 
check out the new boyfriend. It was a bit pathetic and transparent. 


We go to a little house in the woods. I start cleaning up the kitchen in 
preparation for making dinner. My friend climbed onto a high shelf. He 
accused me of stealing nuts and bolts from a neighborhood hardware store. It 
wasn't true and I defended myself vehemently. Nonetheless, he refused to 
believe me and turned his back on me. 


Later he 1s still on the shelf. He has decides he wants a hard boiled egg and 
is going to try to drop an egg into the coffee maker from up there. I catch the 
egg when he drops it and I put it in a pan of water. I decide to make one for 
myself as well. I notice that the water in the pan looks like pond water and 
the eggs don't come out very well. The whites have a greenish tinge and they 
taste weird. I try it again with fresh water. We are impatient and take the 
eggs out early so the yolks are still soft, but they taste good anyway. 


8/11/2018 (later) 


I am with a group of people who are doing a charity event, a kind of a 
competitive road rally across the country. It starts becoming evident that 
Superman is helping us out in subtle ways. A pothole in the road was 
suddenly fixed by a red and blue blur. one of our people got into a fender- 
bender and the metal straightened itself out when no one was looking. The 
charity we are working for is known to be one of Superman's favorites, but 
everyone is surprised that he would help us cheat. Some people are trying to 
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document his little assists. One woman has her smartphone suddenly melt 
into a puddle when she clicks a pic of a competitor's car of one of out 
opponents suddenly has all four tires go flat. Only Superman's heat vision 
could have done it. We are starting to feel a little patronized. 


8/13/2018 


Another very vivid sex dream. These are becoming more frequent. These 
dreams seem to engage a whole different sensorium than most of my other 
dreams. My senses of touch and smell are far more heightened. Different 
parts of my brain must be active when I have these dreams. 


A young woman I know drops by my office. She is a lovely brunette. Very 
young, no older than twenty. She has a nice figure, on the curvy side with a 
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prominent butt and medium sized bosom. She has always caught my eye, but 
I have always tried not to stare. | wouldn’t want her to think I’m a creepy old 
man. Our relationship has always been cordial. 

Today she is wearing a gray dress that accents her figure well. Its hemline 
is right above her knees. She is in a bubbly mood. “Hi! How was your 
weekend?” 


“Oh, pretty ordinary. I did shopping, got a few things done around the 
house. What about you? Did you do anything fun?” 


She looked only slightly shy. “Well, me and a couple of my friends, we all 
went and got our pussies waxed!” 


I wasn’t sure I had heard her correctly. “Pardon?” 
“Yeah! No hair down there! It’s *so* smooth!” 
“Wow!” 


“IT know, right? I just can’t stop touching it!” she pauses and then, “You 
want to see?” 


I’m not sure what to do. “That doesn’t seem like it would be appropriate, I 
mean....” 


“T want to show you. It’s ok. Just between you and me.” She lifts up her 
dress. She isn’t wearing panties. Her lower belly curves out just a bit, her 
thighs are plump and curvy. Her vulva is bare and smooth like peach colored 
porcelain. She spreads her legs slightly revealing a little farther down where 
her inner lips protrude just a bit. They are the color of watermelon flesh. 

Again, I say “Wow.” 
“You should touch it, it’s *so* smooth!” 


“T don’t think.....” 


“It’s ok, I want you to. Go ahead. Don’t finger me or anything, just feel 
how smooth it is!” 
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I timidly reach out and place my hand on her lower belly and move down 
slowly. He vulva is soft and smooth and radiates warmth. when my had 
makes contact she softly says “Ooooo” My fingers barely touch her inner 
lips which are just a bit moist. I held myself back from parting her labia with 
my fingers and pulled my hand away. “See what I mean?” She said. “Soo 
smooth!” She dropped her dress back down. 


I woke just as I was raising my hand to my nose for a sniff. 


8/16/2018 


I am working doing drymounts, but I am doing it with a couple of other 
people on a giant restaurant grill. We have to get the boards on and off of the 
grill with big pizza paddles. It is hot work. One of the guys working with me 
doesn't get how to do it and keeps damaging the boards. I send him off to do 
something else. 


8/17/2018 


I don't have all of it, but at one point there were pretty young women in 
brightly colored sun dresses pushing baby carriages along tracks of snow on 
a grassy lawn pretending to be trains switching tracks in a switch yard. It 
was apparently great fun. I saw this both from the ground and also from 
above. 


8/18/2018 


I make paving stones by a strange process. They are cylinders of dense 
stone about ten inches wide by 12 inches tall. I have to carefully excavate a 
space that size and shape where the stone is going to go and fill the space 
halfway with a powder and the rest of the way with a liquid. The two react 
together producing enormous heat and when it is done the stone has a 
beautiful swirled pattern on the top surface and is hard, nearly indestructible. 
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I can only do it a few times a day as it is mentally exhausting for me and the 
heat produced by the reaction is so great that the chance of me being injured 
is high. I am the only person who can do this work. 


8/19/2018 


I'm working in an office, I have no idea what we do. Almost everyone I 
have contact with is an employee at around my level. I don't even know who 
my boss is. The place is pretty undisciplined. Although the fashions worn by 
everyone are pretty much those of right now, the atmosphere and behaviors 
are pretty much those of the '60s or '70s. Everyone is smoking cigarettes in 
the office, there is lots of horseplay and grab-ass of the sort that would get 
one fired in an instant today. I spent most of my time flirting with women, 
talking about television with guys or playing with an odd toy at my desk that 
looked like a little TV with a shifting mandala on the screen. 


8/24/2018 


In the 1920s a villain, creates a device to rule mankind. It is the size of a 
stadium and built entirely of wood. He has called it the Flock of Seagulls, 
named for a Scott Joplin composition (There is no real life Joplin 
composition by that name), the purpose of which is to drive large 
populations insane. I never learned how it is intended to work. 


8/28/2018 


The USA 1s taken over by a dictatorship and the government is recognized 
by the United Kingdom and Russia. I am on a flight to London that stops in 
the Canary Islands where I decide to defect to the European Union. Al 
Pacino defects with me. 


9/2/2018 


293 


I have walked into the wrong banquet, or maybe it isn't exactly a banquet 
it's a big room where people are eating and talking and people are waiting on 
them, but somehow it isn't a restaurant. 


Anyway I walk in and I'm looking around and the guy a few tables away 
stands up and says "There he is!" and waves me over. He has me sit down at 
his table where he is with several other people, men and women. They have 
a rich kind of vibe. "I'm glad you could make it." He says. "We can finally 
talk about this deal." He obviously believes that I am someone else. 


I decide to play along just a little to hear what it's about. "Well, I was here 
anyway, so why not?" 


"Don't be so modest." He says. With your participation, we will be able to 
expand into the whole eastern region! We will all be sitting pretty!" 


"Sitting Pretty." I echo. I realize that my facade of being who this guy 
thinks I am will crack sooner rather than later. Just then a waitress appears 
and asks to take my order. I ask for a Liederkranz cheese and onion omelette 
with pumpernickel toast and then ask directions to the rest room and make 
my escape. 


2 


A former co-worker is at my apartment and we are discussing how things 
are going at my former place of business. He is distracted by various objects 
in my pad and is not totally focused on our conversation. 


Suddenly my cellphone heats up and starts smoking. It drips acid and 
burns my leg. 


I wake. 


9/5/2018 
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I am on a bus that is a moving art studio. My job is that I am part of a 
team that is making an exact copy of the notebook of a famous artist who 
died before I was born. 


My boss is Frank Zappa and he is an impatient perfectionist. If anyone 
messes up a line or takes too long he loses his shit on them. I am struggling 
on the page I'm working on. I have to finish my part so I can pass it on to the 
next guy, but I keep messing up and have to start over. Frank sees that guy 
who gets the page next isn't working and goes over to him to see what the 
hang up is. They are talking and the guy points at me. Frank looks at me 
with venom in his eye. 


Oh yeah. I'm getting fired. 


9/11/2018 
I didn't even think about the date until I sat down to write this. 


I am in my 20s. I live with some friends in the top floor of one of the 
towers of the World Trade Center in a huge and luxurious apartment. It is 
big, the whole floor. I have like 20 room mates and there is plenty of room 
for all of us. All of us have pretty regular jobs, so I don't know how we pay 
for the place even though there are a whole bunch of us. 


Me and a few of the guys discover that one window allows us to step out 
into an open area at ground level in what looks like a completely different 
neighborhood. I'm the only one who seems to find that strange and I am 
trying to look up maps of New York to understand how that could be, but 
people keep interrupting when I try to go on the internet. I have come to the 
conclusion that the window must be a portal to another world. 


Later I am in a shower and one of my female room mates brings me a 
snack of deli meats, fruit cake and brie cheese and stays for a while feeding 
me bits while I shower. She finally leaves and leaves the plate which is like 
a cornucopia, it is always full no matter how much the snack is nibbled at.. 


At some point the windows are changed out for new ones and big sky 
lights are put in the ceiling. They all open and close on their own at various 
times of the day. 
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There is pretty young woman I share my bed with, after I woke I realized it 
was Friends era Jennifer Aniston. I don't know for sure if we have a sexual 
relationship. I hear a sound in the night and I wake up to discover that she 
has stolen my endless snack and is eating it in secret under the sheets. I am 
outraged and chase her out of the bedroom! 


9/14/2018 


I dozed on the bus on the way to work. Buses on the MBTA have a robot 
voice that announces the streets you go past. As I was nodded off the street 
names got weird. Popcorn street. Toads street. Rhodium street. Fancy Hat 
street. Pushover street. Bad Luck street. 


I was snapped back to reality by the driver saying "Sir, isn't this where you 
usually get off?!" 


I groggily thanked her and got off. 


9/19/2018 


I am in a cave, but it isn't a completely natural cave. It has been adapted as 
an archive for several people's interests. My part of it contains my life's 
work, but preserved strangely. Etched on wood panels is the essence of each 
piece of what I have done, not only what would normally be thought of as 
creative work. Some of them describe the twisted roads of personal 
relationships or day jobs. Others are unwritten novels, ghostly suggestions of 
unrealized potentials. The most substantial are completed works. Many of 
these are stone rather than wood. Solid, finalized and in some way also dead. 
There is an elevator, merely an open platform that goes up and down to 
reach different parts of my archive, but its path of travel is interrupted in 
places where I must climb from one platform to another in order to reach 
different parts of my archive. It requires quite a bit of effort to climb from 
one platform to another to continue upward or downward. 


Neighbors have their own archives. One is filled with thousands of vinyl 
discs that record the memoirs of the homosexual underground in Columbus 
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Ohio in the 1930s and 40s. Another is thousands upon thousands of 
drawings by young girls who were obsessed with the Beatles in the early 
'60s. Another is plans by an architect who never got to build anything he had 
really dreamed of, a gallery of buildings made of smoke. Another is a huge 
hall that records a man's history of sexual conquests women and girls he has 
used and abandoned. Yet another is unrealized futures, tomorrows that will 
never be. 


I can see that the cave seems to stretch forever. It is a whole universe, but 
still closed and contained, dark and damp. 


9/20/2018 


I was delivering an envelope shaped plastic container that held four frogs 
stretched out full length. It was supposed to go in a machine that moved it up 
and down in a specific rhythm that would stimulate them to produce sperm. 
this was part of the mechanism of the radiant cathedral, an open metal work 
structure that had a spire hundreds of feet high which crackled with electric 
sparks. There were buildings that floated in the air in a slow orbit around the 
spire. I knew that I needed to be in one of those buildings, but I didn't know 
how to reach it. 


9/24/2018 


I and several other people live and work in a sort of artist's 
community/think tank. It might be connected to government or it might be 
run at the whim of some billionaire, we are not quire sure. We can work on 
what ever projects we want so long as we consult with the others and our 
supervisor about them. 


Our supervisor is a tiny newt-like creature we know as "Baby". She is 
vaguely humanoid as she stands on her rear legs and has hands with 
opposable thumbs, but she also has a long thick tail and slick,wet black skin. 
She is about the size of a mouse, she has a high pitched, but beautifully 
modulated voice. 


Sometimes I am Baby's size and she drives me places in her tiny car. 
When I am her size and in close proximity to her I notice that she smells like 
a frog-pond. She is cute when she is tiny, but intimidatingly strange when 
we are the same size. 
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At night it is the job of one of us to see to it that she is put in a sealed jar, 
but one night someone forgets and we can't find her the next morning. We 
finally conclude that the cat must gave gotten her. 


10/2/2018 


I am taken to a place where there is a very tall pointed spire of smooth 
metal like a huge nail coming out of the ground. it is about eight feet wide 
and maybe two hundred feet tall. There is an opening at ground level. Inside 
there there is a narrow steel ladder bolted to the wall. On the opposite side 
there are dim little light bulbs about every fifteen feet or so. I can see that it 
is just a metal tube. The ladder goes upward, and also downward. I can see 
neither the top nor the bottom. | start to climb upward. It doesn't take me too 
long to reach a place where the ladder passes through an opening into the 
small space at the top where the metal comes to a point. The space is lit by a 
single bare light bulb that isn't very bright. There is an old wooden chair and 
a small table, like a card table. There is a note pad and a pencil on it. The 
pad is blank. 


The place has a locker room kind of smell. People have spent time in this 
bullet-shaped steel chamber sweating. 


There is a tiny port-hole shaped closure that I can open to look out if I 
want. I do briefly to note how high up I am and then close it again. I know 
that the spire will attract lightning in storms, but the weather is good today. I 
can feel the place sway a bit in the wind from time to time. 


10/4/2018 


I am working at a hotel that is in a small country town. It isn't much of a 
place. It doesn't even have running water. Water has to be carried in from a 
nearby brook by the bucket by staff members for drinking, washing, 
cooking, dumping over hotel patrons to give them showers and flushing 
toilets. 


The main reason people want to visit this place is because we employ a 
famous chanteuse played by Rocketeer era Jennifer Connolly. All of the 
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hotel employees wear T-shirts with her face on them. The T-shirts are made 
with some sort of Star Trek tech kind of laser machine. 


I has been my job to give visitors bucket showers. That involves two hotel 
employees, one to dump water on the guest and the other to lather them up 
with a big soft brush on a long handle and then they are rinsed with another 
bucket of water. 


I am promoted to the job of running the airship landing area that is a large 
paved parking lot. I have been given a dodgy old flip phone to communicate 
with incoming airships and with the hotel desk, but the signal breaks up 
constantly so that the hotel never knows what is going on and I am 
frequently landing ships in a local cow pasture rather than the hotel lot. 


In the air, the airships seem to look like old German zeppelins, but when 
they land they seem to be shaped like trolley cars. They decide that I suck at 
my job and I am replaced by the chanteuse. 


10/11/2018 
1 


The number one snackfood in America is the Zippy Bar. It has 
Zippy in his polka dot muu-muu on the colorful wrapper. The bar is a 
cookie, but very hard and dense like a milk bone. It takes a lot of work 
to eat one. 


2 


My brother has to talk a neighbor out of shooting his wife and himself. 
He is successful and the guy ends up laughing off the situation and makes us 
all lunch. 
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10/13/2018 


In my kitchen I knock over a jar of quarters onto the floor and the scatter 
everywhere. I am on my knees to pick them up and I see that an army of red 
ants is starting to carry them away. 


10/18/2018 


I don't usually put typical anxiety dreams in my journal, but this one features my father 
who hardly ever shows up in my dreams at all. 


I am in sleeping in the same room with my dad. He is in early middle age 
and for some reason is sleeping with his glasses on. 


I suddenly realize that I have overslept and that I will be late for work. I 
jump out of bed and immediately step on something sharp and I swear 
loudly. Dad mumbles in his sleep "Marie, put the cats outside......history will 
judge us......" and he rolls over. I pull a thumbtack out of my foot and dash 
off to the bathroom where I discover that my toothbrush is missing. What 
the hell am I going to do?!? I decide that I will buy a toothbrush at CVS and 
brush my teeth in the men's room at the office. Whatever. I discover that 
there is no milk for cereal and that I'm also out of eggs. "Leave me alone, 
Shorty!" my father mumbles in his sleep from the bedroom. so I will stop at 
Dunkin Donuts in the way to the bus stop, no big deal. So I go into the 
bedroom to get dressed only to discover that my pants have shrunk in the 
wash and they won't zip up. 


While I'm struggling with my zipper I wake up. 


10/21/2018 


It is the late 19th century. No earlier than 1890. I am not a participant, I am 
just somehow observing. Something weird is taking place on a train. I know 
that terrible disaster is in the future for this particular train, but how I know 
or what it is I do not know. Perhaps this is a story I know or a movie I have 
seen before? I just don't know. 


In the rear car in the conductor's compartment. It is full of strange 
instruments. One that catches my eye is a snake-like chain of small box- 
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shaped clocks that are all adjusted to different times that hangs on a hook on 
the rear wall of the compartment. On a shelf nearby are jars that contain 
other clocks that are floating in liquid. In a couple of them the liquid has 
dried up and a little clock will be stuck to the bottom by dried residue of the 
liquid. 


I see in another car that is a laboratory that a man and a woman are bound 
to chairs with rope. Someone has been performing cruel experiments on 
gorillas here. The removed, but still living head of a gorilla is in a jar on a 
table. His eyes scan the room uncomprehending of his situation. 


The disaster is near now, but of course no one knows it except perhaps the 
two bound people. I don't know their actual role in this, but 1t seems logical 
that they are somehow connected with the coming calamity. A porter is 
alerted that the train will be reversing and heading back to its city of origin. 
He is happy about this unexpected turn of events. He walks back up the isles 
of all the cars and says "Sorry white folks, we're going back!" his cocky 
attitude seems anachronistic. The porter is supposed to go tell the chef that 
he has to make one more meal of beef steak and asparagus for the 
passengers before they go back. 


Back in the laboratory car the jar with the gorilla head in it has fallen to the 
floor an broken and the head is making his way along on the floor by 
moving his jaws. Another gorilla is very upset and has broken out of its cage 
and goes over to the head. It ignores the terrified bound humans, bu pokes at 
the head while mumbling sympathetic sounds. 


I wake 


10/22/2018 


I'm waiting on a customer, a man in early middle age. Suddenly his hackles 
seem to be up about something. "It's funny isn't it? It's sooooo hilarious!" he 
says with deep sarcasm. 


"What? What are you talking about?" 
"You just think it's a big laugh that I'm a bird watcher, don't you?!?" 


"You're a bird watcher?" 


"Don't pretend you didn't know. Everyone knows." 


"I had no idea, but it isn't anything I would care about or find funny." 
"You don't care about birds? What's the matter with you?" 


I wake. 


10/27/2018 


I am looking for my phone which I have somehow misplaced. I need to 
find it before I go out. On the television is a'30s musical. A guy with slick 
hair in a tuxedo is singing a sad song about lost piglets. I can only remember 
a bit of the lyrics. 


"Poor piggies, sad piggies, mama's gone away, 
Lost piggies, scared piggies have wandered off astray." 


That's all I can remember of it. I find the song cloying and stupid, but I 
don't turn off the TV. Still can't find my damned phone. 


10/29/2018 


At a garage sale I pick up a boxed set of 45 rpm records. They are pressed 
on red vinyl. It is a commemorative set of radio broadcasts of horse races 
featuring a horse named Batman's Sidekick. There are five discs in the set. 


11/1/2018 


I am in some sort of club or spa. Iam in a men’s room. I am relaxing on a 
couch that is there with my pants off. This seems perfectly normal to me. I 
also have sort of a half erection. This woman walks in with a little boy in 
tow. He is six or seven. She is blonde and slightly plump and busty, about 40 
give or take. The kid is making a lot of noise. Just yacking about random 
stuff he wants to do, stuff he wants his mom to get for him. He is obviously 
a major pain in the ass. 


I say, “Hey lady, this is the men’s room!” 
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“Sorry, I just brought him in so he could pee” indicating the kid. She lets 
him loose and he runs to the urinal. “Hey! I see a man’s thing and it’s a good 
one!” Pointing at my cock. 


“Thanks I guess.” I say “Look, I'll watch the kid for you if you want to 
leave.” I’m pointing to the door. 


She smirks. “You couldn’t handle him. Besides, I kinda like the view in 
here.” 


I start pulling my pants on and she pouts. The kid suddenly runs out of the 
room. I can hear him raising hell outside. I hear things going crash and 
people exclaiming. The lady says, “Really, I can’t handle him either. 


I wake. 


11/12/2108 


In this dream I am me at the same age I am now, but I seem to be better 
off. I have a large house and a household staff. 


A young woman comes to my house to do some sewing for me. She is an 
attractive brunette with an excellent bosom. She is wearing a dark blue turtle 
neck blouse and is distractingly braless. I let her get on with her work and I 
sat down at my desk to write, but she came and started setting up her sewing 
machine right next to my desk. While pulling the machine out of its case she 
stumbles and I reach out to steady her catching her at her waist. Almost 
without thinking I reach up and tweak her nipple through her blouse. I 
immediately regret doing it knowing that she could raise all sorts of hell for 
me, but she smiles and takes my hand and places it on her bare breast under 
her shirt. She is now topless although I don’t remember her actually 
removing her top and I am groping both of het tits. 


I suddenly excuse myself to go to the bathroom. After I enter the bathroom 
the walls seem to become transparent and I can see her, no longer topless, 
arguing with a maid about something. 
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I wake up because I actually do need to use the bathroom. 


11/17/2018 


I'm not sure how or why I got there, but I am in a room being used by some young 
adults where they work on various projects, but also talk about them with one another and 
brainstorm up other things. People are writing, painting, making music, building 
machines, etc. 


I am as I was in my twenties, physically, intellectually sexually. I was keenly aware 
that there were many beautiful girls around me, all of them smart and interesting. 
Because we were young folks, there was a lot of flirting going on all the time. The 
general atmosphere is highly sexualized. I remember my old self commenting "How do 
people so distracted by one another's allure ever get anything productive done?" 


"We have the energy." I say. 


I am working on a device that seems to be made from parts of old toys. It has several 
lenses made of different colors of clear plastic. It is about the size of a two liter soda 
bottle and it records everything everyone in the room says inscribed somewhere on its 
surface as if by a tiny needle. The others seem to be impressed with my invention, 
particularly the red-haired triplets who are beautiful curvaceous girls, but it turns out that 
I can't pay attention to one without offending the others. I leave them alone in frustration. 


A guy is showing me his team of tiny robots that play volleyball when I notice a short, 
attractive Asian girl talking to someone excitedly and pointing at me. I excuse myself and 
go over to the person she was talking to and ask him who that girl was. He doesn't know, 
in fact he says he didn't see any girl, but again I see her across the room and overhear her 
telling someone all kinds of complementary things about me. To hear her tell it, I am a 
total genius who can do anything. Again, the person she was talking to cannot recall her, 
didn't see her. 


I finally corner her and she begins her spiel but quickly realizes that it is me she is 
talking to. "Are you a hallucination?" I ask in a demanding tone. 


"Of course", she says. 


Later I am at what looks like a yard sale with my brother Kim. We are looking at a bin 
of records together. There is a pile of Zappa records that I am very excited to see and I 
am telling Kim various things about each record even though I know he barely gives a 
damn about Frank Zappa. Wedged between two of the records is an original drawing by 
Robert Crumb. It is large and intricate depicting a nude pregnant woman, not his wife, 
someone else. It is dark with cross-hatching, almost ruined by being so overworked. Not 
one of Crumb's better pieces. 
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As we are looking at it I wake. 


11/25/2018 


A lot went on in this dream, but I don't clearly remember most of it, but 
there was on feature that I remember because it was going on right when I 
was awakened by a noise outside. I had an app on my phone that allowed me 
to recharge it by taking pics of trees. I would snap one and there would be 
an animation on my screen of a little shoot growing and a percent of how my 
phone was charged. Each pic got me about 20 percent. It was like it 
somehow drew life energy from the tree. 


11/29/18 


I am 16. I am in the computer room at my high school. I'm working at a 
teletype making up a program on punchtape. A girl come in. she has with 
her a large plexiglass cube on a cart that is about a meter on a side. Inside 
the cube is a complex construction of Lego blocks. It reminds me of the 
bottle city of Kandor. She plugs it into the computer and the tape reels start 
rapidly shifting back and forth. I go over and look into the cube. I can see 
that tiny trees are starting to grow inside of it. 


11/30/2018 


I don't remember a lot of details of the dream, but one of the major 
features of it was that it took place in a world in which the entire country of 
Brazil had been destroyed. Some high tech defoliant had gotten out of 
control and killed off every bit of vegetation in the country. All of the crops, 
the rainforest, every tree, every blade of grass. It had happened very fast 
over only a few days. Of course many humans died as a result and much of 
the human population became refugees. The government ceased to exist and 
the land became a parched desert. 
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The repercussions were global and ongoing. In the dream it was only 
about five or six years in the past. Many people had maps of South America 
on their walls with Brazil as just a white unprinted space or even showing it 
as replaced by sea. There was a documentary that I remember had jaguars 
and crocodiles soon after the incident feeding on human and animal corpses. 
It was all pretty grim. 


I remembered more about this one a bit later. The bulk of the dream 
actually took place in a large toy store that had a fascinating bargain bin with 
many toy musical instruments. I also found in that bin a religious comic 
book drawn by Don Martin! It was various violent Old Testament stories 
filled with insane Martinesque sound effects. 


I was at a dinner party at a friend's house and they had one of the Brazil- 
less South America maps on their living room wall in a black frame, but this 
one was a real photograph taken from the space station. What had been 
Brazil was mostly white and gray tinged with yellow in places. The Amazon 
was a brownish blue network through it. 


12/2/2018 


have taken a part time job in addition to my regular job. It is just on 
Saturdays just to supplement my income a little. I only end up taking home 
about $75 dollars per paycheck. The guy who runs the company is Tim 
Allen. He has also adopted me and given me a room in his house and also 
given me a cute little dog. I have a "brother" who is another adoptee like me. 
He is utterly fascinated by an art book I have created. It is actually a box of 
loose pages containing pictures of fanciful animals and asemic text titled 
"For Fredo". 


I am walking down the street and I run into my supervisor on the part time 
job. He is a tall black guy named Ronald. He reminds me that I haven't 
picked up my check from last week. "Or the week before." I say. 


"You didn't get paid for the week before. Some error with your time 
sheet." 


I'm annoyed and I go to Tim Allen. He conforms that I failed to check a 
box on the time sheet and he can't pay me for that shift as a result and it is 
too late to correct the error, so I just won’t get paid for the shift. I tell him 
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that if I don't get paid, I quit and I go off to my room to pack up my stuff. 
The "brother" comes in and tells me he can fix it so I get paid, but he wants 
my book in exchange. This actually pisses me off even more. 


I wake without the dream being resolved. 


12/12/2018 


There was some business with a man and a woman, but it's all vague 
now. After that I was lying in bed and I notice that I have a large purple 
bruise on the right side of my abdomen. It's not painful, but it's large and 
looks alarming. Later when I awoke to use the bathroom, I carefully 
examined myself to make sure it wasn't actually there. 


= 
° 
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Appendix A 


As I further go over my now rather lengthy dream journal, I am 
discovering that there are a few different categories that my dreams fall into. 
Based on my conversation with Deirdre Barrett, noted dream expert, I 
wonder if they have to do with different parts of my brain being active or 
inactive when I am dreaming. 

1. Visions, notions and sensations: 


These are dream events that are usually very brief. A spoken word or 
sentence, A snatch of music, a brief glimpse of something or other. They 
usually seem to take place while I am in the process of waking in the night 
before falling asleep again. The only way I generally remember them is by 
writing them down before going back to sleep. 

Example: 5/23/2017 
2. Vignettes: 

They are quick situations or conversations, usually in real life type 
settings although they sometimes have phantasmagorical elements. 
Example: 11/5/2017 
3. Stories and epics: 

These are dreams that have a fairly long, cohesive narrative thread. They 
are often "missions" where I must carry out some task. They frequently take 
place in a location that is unfamiliar to me. Most of them fell like spy 
movies if they were written by a 9 year old. They are often long and 
involved. 

4. Magic and Myths: 

These are often like stories and epics except they have a different kind of 
mood and I have different perceptions in them. I often notice my sense of 
smell much more in these. They are frequently about unseen aspects of the 
world. 

Example: 8/26/2017 
6. Alternate worlds: 

Similar to story/epic type dreams and they are often spectator type dreams 

except that they take place in completely different worlds. 

Example: 11/8/2016 

7. Spectator dreams: 

These are dreams in which I am not a participant, but merely an observer. 
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Example: 9/15/2017 


Of course there are subcategories of all of these and there have been other 
dreams That I am unable to categorize at all. 


309 


Appendix B 


Symbols 


I have called this section “symbols” because they are reoccurring tropes in 
my dreamscape, but if they are actually symbolic of anything is unproven. 


Alternate or hidden realities: 

Is it just wish fulfillment that I would like to see a different world? Boy I 
have a lot of dreams that take place in alternate worlds. Some are more to 
my taste than this one, many are not. 

11/27/2013, 7/6/2014, 11/8/2016, 2/26/2016, 6/7/2017 


Little people: 
Small humans and humanoids turn up a lot in my dreams. I have heard 
that many people in all cultures dream of little people. 2/15/2013 


Time travel: 

It has been a theme of several dreams. Why? Who knows? It is also a 
repeated theme in my fiction, so maybe it’s just something I think about a 
lot. 5/9/2014, 


Space Travel: 

This occurs a lot, but it takes a couple of forms that are quite different. 
More often it is sort of a “Star Trek”, very comfortable sort of thing, but 
once in a while it is like the early 1960s Mercury or Vostok sort of scenario 
where it 1s a tiny claustrophobia inducing capsule over which I have little 
control. Those ones are close to being nightmares. 1/1/2015, 2/3/2016, 
8/7/2016, 4/24/2017, 


The office: 


Hardly ever the actual place I work. Often an amalgam of several 
places. 8/15/2016, 10/31/2016, 1/8/2017 
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Nude people including myself: 

Again, I hear that this is common. I only started having a lot of nude 
people in my dreams in middle age. When I was younger, nudity was only in 
the context of sex dreams, but later there were a lot of naked people in 
ordinary places doing ordinary things as if the whole world was a nudist 
colony. Does it mean anything? I’d ask my shrink if I had one. 5/9/2014, 
4/11/2015, 10/23/2015, 8/8/2017 


Games: 
There are many games and contests in my dreams. 7/7/2012, 9/10/2013, 
12/24/2013, 7/3/2015, 9/7/2015, 9/24/2015, 1/11/2016, 2/17/2016 


Missions: 

Most of the dreams that I have remembered in great detail have involved 
a mission or a quest of some sort. They often hold to a story over a long 
period. 1/3/2017, 12/27/2015, 3/22/2016, 4/28/2018 


Women’s breasts: 

Not the same as the general nudity. There are a lot of instances of 
women specifically exposing their breasts often in a non-erotic or only 
incidentally erotic context. Not usually associated with nursing either. 
2/7/2015, 10/3/2015, 8/29/2016, 8/7/2017 


Bosses: 

I have many bosses in my dreams. Only infrequently have they been 
someone who I have worked under in real life. As often as not they are 
twisted versions of real world celebrities. I have been supervised by Paul 
McCartney and Angelina Jolie for instance. 2/16/2014, 5/8/2015, 
11/14/2015, 1/3/2017, 9/5/2018 


Television: 


I have dreamed a lot of strange TV shows. 5/25/2015, 1/31/2016, 
9/2/2016, 3/29/2017 


Weird girlfriends 
I sincerely doubt it is about secret desire, but I have had some really 
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strange romantic attachments in my dreams. 4/4/2013, 8/5/2015 


Odd devices 

A machine or a gadget. I have tons of dreams with gadgets. 2/25/2015, 
5/17/2015, 2/25/2016, 7/24/2014, 11/3/2016, 12/29/2016, 5/19/2017, 
6/7/2017, 10/11/2017 


Nonexistent families 

Different parents, a wife I never had or even knew, various kids that I 
never had, and siblings I never had. It’s just weird that I would dream family 
members that never existed. It must mean something. Or nothing. 
6/18/2015, 9/10/2016, 


Gender/Orientation switches 

In a few dreams I| have been the opposite sex or homosexual. It is 
different in the case of each. If 1 am gay in a dream, I am almost always 
engaging in sex. If | am a female, I am never engaging in sex. The 
explanation may be as simple as the fact I don’t know what sex feels like for 
a woman. 8/129/2016, 8/27/2016, 11/12/2016, 3/26/2018 


Strange creatures 

Animals that never existed or sentient beings from other realms. I get 
them really frequently. 
3/4/2013, 8/25/2013, 9/3/2016, 12/27/2016, 1/6/2016, 7/29/2017 


Committing crimes 
Sometimes in my dreams I do horribly immoral things. 2/17/2013, 
12/29/2016 


Songs 
There are a lot of songs in my dreams. 12/6/2016, 10/20/2017, 
5/29/2018 


Words 


Strange words, book and other titles are rampant. 6/28/2015, 5/23/2017, 
10/19/2017 
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Index 


Hf 


1920’s: 2/8/2018 
1930’s: 3/26/2018 


1976: 5/8/2015 
3-D: 11/3/2016 


A 
Accordion: 4/28/2016, 8/11/2017 


Accused: 4/15/2013, 12/22/2015, 
2/25/2016 


Adderton, Sir Edward: 11/27/2013 
Adventures of Floogie Booner: 


3/27/2015 


Afterlife; 9/22/2016 
Airships: 10/4/2018 


Alamo: 8/29/2015 

Alarm clock: 1/10/2014, 3/1/2016, 
4/4/2016, 7/17/2016, 10/31/2016 
Alexa: 2/6/2018 


Alexander, Jason: 4/28/2018 
Alien: 2/17/2016 
Allen,Tim: 12/2/2018 


Allston: 9/5/2015 


Alternate world: 11/16/2013, 11/8/2016, 
9/11/2018 


Amazon Echo: 2/6/2018 


Amber: 1/8/2018 
Amphibian: 9/24/2018 


Ancho peppers: 4/28/2018 


Animals, toy: 11/3/2016 
Animal rescue: 6/10/2016 
Animated cartoon: 12/22/2015 


Animated teenager: 5/23/2015 


Anime eyes: 6/18/2015 
Aniston, Jennifer: 9/11/2018 
Annoying people: 11/17/2011 


Antarctic: 1/6/2016 
Ants: 7/6/2017, 10/13/2018 


Apartment: 10/3/2015, 12/26/2015, 
2/6/2018, 10/5/2016 


Apartment building: 3/11/2015 
Arab market: 1/8/2018 


Architect: 4/15/2015 


Archive: 9/19/2018 
Archology: 2/18/2017 


Armenian: 8/9/2015, 11/26/2017 
Armless woman: 8/5/2015 
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Arrested: 3/11/2015 

Art book: 2/13/2013 
Artist: 8/8/2017 

Arts festival: 11/27/2017 


Arsenal Mall: 2/7/2015, 12/30/2015 


Asia: 5/23/2015 


Asian Neighborhood: 4/7/2016 
Asian women: 9/10/2016 


Asking directions: 10/4/2015 


Asteroid: 11/3/2015, 4/15/2018 
Astronaut, deep fried: 3/23/2016 


Astronaut: 4/24/2017 


ATM: 7/17/2016 
Attractive couple: 2/13/2013 


Auditorium: 7/7/2018 
Author: 2/13/2013, 12/1/2017 
Autistic: 4/10/2016 


Award for good deeds: 4/28/2018 
Awakened early: 7/26/2014 


B 
Baboon: 12/16/2016 


Baby: 8/24/2014, 7/682014, 2/28/2018 
Baby carriage: 8/17/2018 

Baby doll: 9/15/2017 

“Back up the sampan!”: 6/18/2018 


Bacon: 1/8/2017 
Ball: 8/6/2017 


Bamboo: 9/19/2016 
Banquet: 10/10/2016 


Baseball: 9/15/2015 
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Basement: 6/5/2016, 6/9/2017, 
10/2/2016 


Bath tub: 7/29/2017 

Bargain store: 12/18/2017 
Bartender: 5/20/2016, 10/5/2017 
Bathroom: 5/31/2015, 4/10/2016, 
4/18/2016 

Beach : 8/26/2017 

Beans: 7/7/2012, 3/25/2016 


Bear: 3/7/2017, 1/29/2017 

Beard: 5/27/2016 

Bedroom: 5/27/2016 

Bee hive: 1/11//2015 

Beer: 1/25/2015, 10/19/2015, 2/6/2018 
Beetle: 1/8/2018 

Beret: 4/3/2018 

Berry, Chuck: 11/13/2016 


Bicycle: 7/7/2014, 3/28/2014, 2/28/2015, 
6/18/2015, 9/15/2015, 3/15/2018, 
11/12/2016 


Big Bang Theory: 2/11/2015 


Big man: 4/10/2016 
Bird: 6/18/2015, 5/31/2015, 3/25/2016, 
10/13/2016, 10/26/2016 


Bird people: 8/9/2015 
Bird watcher: 10/22/2018 
Black man: 8/29/2015 


Black man, me as : 12/22/2015 
Black and white: 3/5/2015 
Blood: 8/28/2013 

Blue blanket: 6/18/2015 

Blues records: 8/28/2013 


Boat: 11/3/2016 
Bond, James: 1/22/2017 


Bones: 8/27/2016 


Books: 4/11/2015, 10/19/2015, 
11/5/2015, 12/30/2015, 4/4/2016, 
4/28/2016, 4/8/2016, 8/11/2018, 
8/4/2018, 12/18/2017, 9/2/2017, 
1/3/2017, 10/22/2016, 10/16/2016, 
9/22/2016 


Book store: 11/5/2015, 7/16/2016, 
7/7/2018, 7/31/2017 

Book of the future, The: 7/5/2016 
Border stations: 5/9/2014 


Boss: 1/10/2014, 9/5/2015, 6/9/2018, 
6/2/2018, 12/15/2017, 11/1/2017, 
1/3/2017, 9/5/2018, 9/24/2018 


Boston: 11/16/2013, 7/26/2014, 
8/20/2015, 9/6/2017, 11/12/2016 


Bound: 10/21/2018 

Bourbon: 8/28/2013 

Bowl of candy: 1/1/2015, 11/14/2015 
Bowery Boys: 10/5/2017 

Bozo: 9/24/2015 


Brain removed: 2/25/2016 


Brazil: 11/30/2018 

Breasts: 2/7/2015, 10/3/2015, 3/25/2016, 
3/22/2016, 4/4/2018, 3/26/2018, , 
8/7/2017, 7/20/2017, 9/10/2016, 
8/29/2016, 8/9/2016, 11/12/2018 


Bridge: 2/11/2015 
Briefcase: 10/11/2017 


Brothers: 4/15/2013, 2/1/2016, 
2/25/2016, 12/27/2017, 11/10/2017, 
7/30/2017, 9/17/2016, 10/11/2018, 
11/17/2018 


Brown people: 7/26/2014 


Bruise: 12/12/2018 
Bubble gun: 4/7/2018 


Bunker: 6/9/2017 
Bully: 10/26/2016 


Bus: 1/12/2013, 7/26/2014, 2/25/2015, 
9/7/2015, 10/4/2013, 7/10/2016, 
6/8/2018, 2/28/2018 


Busker: 5/11/2018 
Butcher: 11/26/2017 


Buzzi, Ruth: 9/2/2017 


C 


Cafe: 6/12/2018, 11/12/2016, 9/10/2016 
Cafeteria: 1/9/2016 
California: 12/8/2016, 11/13/2016 


Cambridge: 12/3/2015, 5/11/2018, 
9/6/2017 


Camcorder: 5/19/2016 
Camera: 1/10/2015 


Camp: 8/11/2018 
Canadian: 9/17/2017, 2/14/2017 


Canned foods, Specialty: 11/16/2017 
Captain: 1/1/2018 


Cardboard box: 3/22/2015 


Cardoza, Snub: 10/19/2017 


Cards: 1/10/2015, 12/15/2017, 
5/11/2017 


Carrey, Jim: 4/28/2018 
Caruso, Enrico: 2/3/2016 

Car with branch: 6/11/2016 
Carroll, Diahann: 12/27/2017 
Carney, Art: 4/28/2018 


a15 


Castle: 1/8/2016 


Cat(s): 2/4/2013, 2/13/2013, 6/22/2013, 
12/24/2013, 1/1/2015, 1/15/2015, 
5/31/2015, 9/7/2015, 3/15/2018, 
10/29/2017, 7/30/2017, 2/8/2017, 
10/13/2016, 10/2/2016 


Cat (ghost): 2/4/2015 
Cat (Garfield): 2/11/2015 


Cat parts: 2/4/2013, 2/13/2013, 
6/18/2015 


Cave: 9/19/2018 


Cave woman: 8/29/2015 
Ceiling leaking: 10/29/2017, 12/21/2016 
Cell: 11/26/2017 


Cell phone: 1/5/2017, 11/25/2018 
Cel-ray: 6/12/2015 

Centipede: 7/6/2017 

Central Square: 12/3/2015 
Ceremony: 7/26/2014 


Chalfen, Rob: 11/7/2014, 3/28/2015, 
10/19/2015, 1/8/2016, 4/9/2016 


Chefs in a hurry; 11/19/2016 


Chicken: 6/12/2015 

Child actress: 11/3/2015 

Child, misbehaving: 11/1/2018 
Chinese: 11/27/2017, 8/27/2016 


Christmas: 6/18/2015, 10/31/2016, 
9/17/2016, 9/10/2016 


Cigarettes: 8/19/2018 


Cirdina: 3/22/2016 
Chocolate: 1/9/2016 
Circus clown: 11/30/2017 
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Civilization on the Moon:7/26/2014 
Clams: 10/20/2017 

Claustrophobic: 2/3/2016 
Climbing: 1/12/2013 

Clinton, Bill: 3/4/2015 


Clinton, Hillary: 3/4/2015, 12/15/2015, 
6/8/2016 


Clocks: 10/21/2018 


Cloth bag: 7/7/2012 
Club: 6/12/2015 


Coffee: 11/7/2014, 12/27/2014, 
4/10/2016, 7/16/2016 


Coffee shop: 9/5/2015, 11/5/2015, 
12/15/2015 


Coffin: 11/4/2012, 

Coin (s): 5/20/2016, 7/16/2016, 
Cookie: 2/17/2015, 8/27/2016 
Coo-coo clock: 9/10/2013 


Collage: 2/13/2013, 3/25/2016 
Colonial times: 10/20/2017 


Comic strip: 10/27/2014, 2/11/2015 
Comic book, giant: 11/5/2015 


Commute: 10/4/2015 
Companion: 6/9/2017, 11/13/2016 


Computer: 12/27/2014, 
3/25/2016,1/9/2016, 11/29/2018 


Computer game: 11/3/2015 
Concertina: 10/22/2016 
Connolly, Jennifer: 10/4/2018 


Convenience store: 12/29/2016 
Convention: 12/15/2016 


Coney Island: 4/28/2018 


Coney Island Fee: 4/28/2018 Con man: 
9/5/2015 


Contest: 7/7/201, 7/3/2015 
Convention: 12/24/2013 


Convenience store: 6/18/2015, 8/6/2017 
Cookie: 2/17/2015 


Coo-coo clock: 9/10/2013 


Copy shop: 2/8/2018 

Corridor: 12/22/2015, 2/8/2018, , 
8/7/2017, 8/19/2016 

Corpse: 11/4/2012 


Co-workers: 2/16/2014, 5/17/2015, 
7/20/2018 


Craig’s list: 5/8/2015 


Craig’s list: 5/8/2015 
Cranston, Bryan: 4/28/2016 


Crazy granddaddy: 4/7/2016 
Credit card: 6/18/2015 
Criminally insane: 9/10/2016 
Cross roads location: 2/14/2015, 
2/25/2015 

Crow: 8/25/2017 

Crowd: 4/9/2016 

Crumb, Robert: 11/17/18 
Crystals: 8/23/2016 

Cult: 5/11/2017 


Cunnilingus: 5/20/2018 
Cupcakes, lemon : 10/10/2015 
Curvy loop: 7/24/2014 


D 
Dance: 6/11/2016 


Daughter: 3/4/2015 


Davis Square: 5/9/2014 
Dead friend, visitation: 7/19/2018 
Death of a friend: 2/28/2015 


Defoliant: 11/30/2018 
Demoted: 5/8/2016 


Deng Xiaoping: 10/16/2017 
Department store: 11/5/2015, 8/4/2018 


Desert: 12/28/2014 
Detective: 3/4/2017 
Dining table:2/7/2015 


Dinner: 2/11/2015, 8/11/2018 
Dinner date: 5/20/2016 


Dinosaur: 1/22/2018, 10/31/2017 
Dirty girl: 12/15/2015 

Dirty joke: 8/9/2015 

Doctor: 11/16/2013, 5/23/2015, 
8/22/2015 

Documents; 8/29/2016 
Documentary: 1/6/2016 


Donut shop: 10/26/2016 
Dr. Plimkin: 10/19/2017 


Dr. Schnauzer: 8/9/2015 
Documents: 8/15/2016 
Documentary: 1/6/2016 
Dog ears: 11/27/2017 
Dogs: 10/22/2016, 9/5/2016 
Dogs, huge: 7/17/2016 
Donuts: 7/26/2014 
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Door: 5/23/2015, 4/10/2017 
Dossier: 2/8/2018 

Downtown crossing: 11/16/2013 
Dreams over my life: 3/18/2018 
Dream Technology: 3/4/2013 
Dressed in layers: 1/12/2013 
Drinking song (Ladies’ Bottoms): 
12/6/2016 

Drinks: 4/10/2016, 8/27/2016 
Drymounts: 8/16/2018 


Dwarves, German: 7/13/2017 


E 


Eastern European: 10/10/2015, 
7/17/2016 


Eggs: 8/11/2018, 6/9/2018, 12/9/2016 


Einstein: 2/7/2015 
Electric guitar: 5/31/2015 
Elements, Classical: 7/8/2016 


Elephant: 5/3/2016, 2/16/2018 


Elevator: 5/23/2015, 9/5/2015, 
12/26/2015, 4/26/2018, 10/2/2016, 
9/19/2018 


Elvis Presley: 5/8/2015 
Empire of the insects: 12/27/2014 


Endless snack:9/1 1/2018 
Energy from trees: 11/25/2018 
English accent, fake: 7/13/2017 


English town: 2/4/2013 
Europe: 2/4/2013, 12/24/2013 
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Execution: 7/7/2018 


Expedition: 6/15/2012 


Exoskeleton: 3/4/2017 
Ex wife:3/27/2018 


F 
Factory: 9/2/2016 


Fairies: 8/27/2016 
Familiar/unfamiliar: 1/12/2013 
Family: 6/18/2015, 12/3/2015 
Famous man: 3/4/2015 

Fedora hat: 9/17/2016 

Fancy hat (s): 12/24/2013 
Farm: 8/8/2017 

Father: 2/4/2013, 10/18/2018 
Father-in-law: 6/18/2015 
Fearless leader: 1/3/2017 


Fellatio: 4/4/2018, 1/22/2018, 7/28/2017, 


6/15/2017, 8/27/2016, 8/11/2017 
Ferret: 5/9/2014 


Festival: 8/20/2015, 2/13/2018 
Fetish sex: 7/20/2016 
Fight: 7/7/2012, 3/10/2016 


Figurines: 1/15/2015 
Figurehead: 6/11/2016 


Flash, The: 11/3/2016 
Film, independent: 12/16/2016 
Finger, missing: 2/13/2014 


Firefly: 1/11/2016 
Flash drive: 11/13/2017 


Flashlight: 7/7/2012 


Flea market: 5/5/2017 
Flintstone, Fred: 1/11/2018 


Flirting: 8/19/2018 
Floating buildings:9/20/2018 
Floating man: 12/1/2017 


Floating trains: 3/28/2014 


Floating in water: 1/1/2015 
Floating vehicle: 3/10/2016 

Flock of seagulls : 8/24/2018 
Flood: 9/22/2017, 10/9/2016 
Flying cars: 3/15/2018, 10/5/2016 


Flying islands: 6/10/2016 
Flying woman: 6/30/2016 


Folding knives: 12/27/2014 

Football: 3/27/2018 

Foreign language: 5/31/2015, 1/22/2018 
Forgotten item: 3/22/2016 

Former lover: 8/8/2017 

Frat boys: 2/6/2018 

Friend: 1/2/2016, 4/9/2016, 8/11/2018 


Frog, three legged: 7/30/2016 
Frogs: 9/20/2018 
Froggy men: 8/25/2013 


Frozen: 11/4/2012 


Frozen pool: 5/20/2016 
Foxx, Redd: 2/26/2016 


Fuller, Buckminster: 9/20/2016 


Gading-badoing-gadinga: 5/23/2017 
Gable, Clark: 3/26/2018 

Gallery: 7/28/2017 

Gambling: 7/17/2016, 11/13/2016 


Game: 7/7/2012, 3/5/2015, 9/24/2015, 


1/11/2013, 2/17/2016, 7/7/2018, 
3/27/2018, 12/15/2017, 11/26/2017, 
9/10/2016 


Game show: 5/20/2015 
Garage: 6/8/2018 
Gas house eggs: 1/3/2016 


Gas station: 7/3/2015 

Gender switching: 11/16/2013, 
7/26/2014, 5/20/2016, 3/26/2018, 
11/12/2016, 8/19/2016 

German culture: 2/4/2013 
German Shepherd: 2/28/2018 
Gift: 8/10/2017 


Gigantic pants dude: 2/22/2015 


Gigantor: 3/4/2017 

Giraffe: 5/3/2016, 10/20/2017 

Girl, blonde: 7/16/2016, 1/22/2018, , 
8/7/2017 


Girlfriend: 9/15/2015, 12/26/2015, 
6/2/2018, 3/15/2018, 7/20/2017, 
6/23/2017, 8/16/2016 


Glasses: 4/18/2016 
Glass vials: 10/3/2015 


God: 8/26/2017 
Golden blouse: 11/1/2017 


Golf balls: 10/10/2015 
Goodies: 1/3/2017 
Goodman, John: 10/11/2017 


Goose: 4/10/2016 
Goofy grandpa: 2/11/2015 


Gorcey, leo: 10/5/2017 
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Gorilla: 10/21/2018 
Grandfather clock: 3/15/2018 


Grandmother: 11/26/2017 
Grant, Ulysses S.: 8/28/2013 


Gravy: 6/23/2017 
Green liquor: 2/1382018 
Griffin , Chris: 2/25/2015 


Grill: 1/3/2016 
Grenade: 1/10/2015 
Guacamole: 8/19/2016 
Guthrie, Arlo: 10/5/2016 
Gun: 12/29/2016 
Gypsies: 9/24/2017 


H 


Hair: 2/7/2015 


Half people: 11/3/2015 


Hamburger(s): 5/20/2015, 5/19/2016, 
1/22/2018, 6/25/2017 


Hand job; 9/20/2016 
Hands unstuck in time: 12/15/2017 


Handheld device: 2/25/2015, 11/17/18 
Handsome guys: 8/4/2018 

Hart, Kevin: 1/5/2017 

Harvard Square: 1/2/2013, 7/26/2014, 
6/18/2015, 12/3/2015, 4/10/2016, 
7/28/2017 

Hebrew: 4/11/2015 

Hermit: 7/5/2016 
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High rise building: 8/24/2014 


High school: 3/4/2015, 5/23/2015, 
11/14/2015, 7/30/2017, 9/22/2016 
High school teacher:9/5/2015 


High school gymnastics coach : 
9/10/2016 
Highway: 5/19/2016, 2/28/2018 


Hijinks: 10/4/2015 

Hippies: 12/3/2015, 9/17/2017, 
7/28/2017 

Hired companions: 8/29/2015 


Hitchhike: 4/28/2016 
Hitler, worse than: 1/31/2016 


Hive: 2/13/2017 

Hockey: 3/27/2018 

Holmes, Katie: 12/27/2014 
Holmes, Sherlock: 3/15/2018 
Hologram: 8/6/2017 


Home invasion: 9/5/2016 
Home town: 2/28/2015 


Honey nugget tobacco: 6/18/2015 
Hope diamond: 5/5/2017 


Horse race records: 10/29/2018 


Hospital: 2/3/2017 


Hotel: 2/16/2014, 12/27/2014, 2/8/2018, 


12/6/2017, 10/4/2018 


House guest: 2/13/2013 
Hover cars;7/17/2016 
Huge beast: 12/28/2014 


Huge car: 10/19/2015 
Human souls: 4/11/2015 
Hunter/gatherer: 2/4/2013 


Hydraulics: 7/20/2017 
Hydrogen: 1/8/2017 


Hypnogogi paralysis: 3/1/2016 


I 


Ice cream: 10/11/2017 

Ice cream suit: 5/23/2015 

“T like birdies”: 5/19/2016 
Imaginary disease: 11/3/2015 
Insects, trained: 3/27/2018 
Invisible runaway: 3/28/2014 
Invisibility: 10/2/2016 
Islamic world: 9/7/2015 


Italian teapot: 3/22/2015 
Item left behind: 12/3/2013 


J 
Jack the Ripper: 7/13/2017 


Jail: 2/25/2016 

James, Kevin: 12/9/2016 
Jammed machine: 9/24/2015 
Japan: 7/7/2012 

Jars: 6/12/2018 

Jelly beans: 4/9/2016 

Jiu Jitsu: 2/14/2017 

Job: 6/30/2010, 1/29/2012 


Johann, The Action Monkey: 8/13/2017 


Johnson, Dwayne “The Rock”: , 
4/25/2018, 3/15/2018 


Joke specialists: 10/10/2015 


Jolie, Angelina: 11/14/2015 
Joplin, Scott: 8/24/2018 


Jupiter: 1/1/2015 


K 
Kandinsky: 3/25/2016 


Kandor: 11/29/2018 
Kaiju: 12/27/2017 


Kauffman, Andy: 12/27/2015 
Keglin: 9/7/2015 


Key: 7/7/2012, 6/9/2017 
Key, idiomorphic: 9/2/2016 
Kids: 10/19/2015 


Kidnapped: 12/3/2015 


Kinski, Klaus: 1/22/2017 
Kitchen: 1/22/2018 
Kitchen knives: 7/26/2014 


Kitten; 2/14/2018 
Knives: 11/1/2017 


Kostune river: 7/17/2016 
Kotzwinkle, WilliaM: 8/17/2016 


Kuryakin, Illya: 7/12/2017 


L 


Ladder: 7/16/2016 


“Ladies’ Bottoms”: 8/16/2016 
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Lady’s room: 4/18/2016 
Lake: 2/28/2015 


Laser beam: 8/27/2016 
Late for work: 10/18/2018 
Laughed at: 2/7/2015 
Laundry: 9/24/2015 
Legend: 11/8/2016 


Ledges: 1/2/2016 
Leg: 10/29/2017 


Legos: 6/8/2016, 4/10/2017, 11/29/2018 


Lesbian neighbors: 4/25/2018 
Lesbian porn: 6/2/2018 


Levels of reality: 2/15/2013 
Line, standing in: 4/10/2016 
Lion man: 4/10/2016 


Liquor store: 11/19/2016 


“Little Johnny”: 6/5/2016Little man”: 


6/8/2016 


Little man: 6/12/2018 

Little people: 11/4/2012, 2/15/2013 
Little Rascals: 6/5/2016 

Living drawings: 10/13/2010 
Loading dock: 1/22/2018 

Locker: 1/3/2017 


“Looked like you had forgotten your 
mother’s face” : 4/28/2016 


London: 12/1/2017, 7/13/2017 
Long Island: 6/11/2016, 10/20/2017 
Long line: 9/24/2015 


Los Angeles: 2/25/2015 
Lost items: 3/5/2015, 5/19/2017 
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Lost phone: 10/27/2018 
Lost piggies: 10/27/2018 


Louis-Dreyfus, Julia: 1/15/2015 

Lucid: 12/3/2011, 1/12/2013, 3/4/2013, 
3/26/2018 

Lugosi, Bela: 1/11/2018 

Lunch counter: 5/31/2015 

Luncheon: 6/23/2017 


M 
Macromolecules: 10/11/2017 
Mad scientist: 11/7/2014 


Magazine: 7/20/2016 
Maine: 4/28/2016 
Maggots: 7/29/2017 
Magic: 4/10/2017 


Mamaroneck avenue: 5/23/2015 


Man from U.N.C.L.E., The (TV show): 
7/12/2017 


“Man, Myth and the Modern age” 
(book): 7/31/2017 


Manuscript: 2/7/2015 
Many worlds disaster: 6/7/2017 
Marbles: 1/10/2015 


Marijuana: 6/30/2016 
Martin, Don: 11/30/2018 
Mary Anne (song): 10/20/2017 


Mask: 1/11/2018, 1/8/2017, 10/22/2016, 
9/20/2016 

Mass shooting: 12/30/2015 

Match book: 1/22/2018 

Matzoh ball soup: 6/12/2015 

Mayor: 7/20/2016, 4/28/2018 
McCartney, Paul: 2/16/2014 


McDonald’s: 7/13/2017 


McFarlane, Spanky: 6/25/2017 
McGowan, Rose 11/2/2017 


Me as a teen: 6/15/2012, 2/4/2013, 
12/27/2014, 3/11/2015, 8/20/2015, 
5/19/2016, 7/30/2017, 11/29/2018 


Me as a young man: 2/16/2014, 
5/31/2015, 8/3/2018, 3/28/2018, 
3/15/2018, 1/22/2018, 8/16/2016 


Me as I am today: 12/27/2014 

Me as a child: 3/16/2015, 6/5/2016 
Meat baby holiday meal: 7/682014 
Meat pie: 1/9/2016 


Medieval: 10/31/2017 
Melvin, the principal of: 4/4/2016 
Metcalf, Laurie: 8/20/2015 


Meters: 4/10/2017 
Miami: 1/2/2016 
Mice: 5/23/2015, 5/31/2015, 9/7/2015 


Microchip: 5/23/2015 
“Milkshake”: 8/15/2016 


Million dollar bill: 10/11/2017 
Miniature town: 8/3/2018 


Mirren, Helen: , 8/7/2017 
Mirza, Dia: 9/3/2017 

Mix tape: 2/2/2018 

Model building: 10/31/2016 
Model rocket: 11/7/2014 


Modern building (s): 1/12/2013, 
4/15/2013, 9/5/2015, 


Molecular models: 7/8/2016 
“Momsen”: 8/17/2016 


Monastery: 9/15/2015 


Monsters: 2/18/2017 
Monster, rock: 5/8/2016 


Montauk: 10/20/2017 

Mortar board: 11/14/2015 
Montegomery, Elizabeth: 2/13/2018 
Motel: 6/15/2015, 1/22/2018 


Movie: 4/28/2018 
Movie extra: 6/11/2016 


Movie screen: 11/7/2014 
Movie theater: 7/30/2016 
Mr. Magoo: 3/28/2014 
Mug ‘n’ Muffin: 1/10/2018 
Multimeter: 1/10/2015 
Mupp: 6/28/2015 


Music theory: 1/7/2015 


Musical: 3/15/2018 

Mustache comb: 12/6/2017 

My mother: 1/10/2014, 7/17/2016, 
7/17/2016, 7/7/2018, 4/26/2018, 
9/2/2017, 7/30/2017, 3/4/2017, 
1/29/2017 


Mysterious beast: 12/27/16 
Mysterious man: 10/16/2016 


N 


Native American: 9/15/2015 


Newton: 1/8/2016 


New York City: 7/26/2014, 2/11/2015, 
11/3/2015, 2/25/2016, 7/5/2016, 
7/16/2016, 4/3/2018, 12/6/2017, 
12/16/2016, 8/27/2016, 9/11/2018 
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New Zealand: 1/3/2016 
Nictating membrane: 11/14/2015 
Ninjas: 9/3/2017 

Norse shield maiden: 10/9/2015 


Nuclear test: 9/7/2015 


Nude: 2/11/2015, 2/25/2015, 4/11/2015, 
6/18/2015, 5/31/2015, 9/5/2015, 
1/2/2016, 3/10/2016, 6/30/2016, 
4/4/2018, 2/13/2018, 12/1/2017, 
8/8/2017, 6/15/2017 


Nude girl: 6/22/2013, 12/24/2013, 
4/10/2016 


Nude woman: 7/7/2012, 5/9/2014, 
7/26/2014, 2/7/2015, 4/11/2015, 
10/3/2015, 10/10/2015, 3/10/2016, 
2/8/2018, 1/16/2018, 1/8/2018, 
8/8/2017, 7/28/2017, 6/15/2017 , 
9/20/2016 


Nudism, German: 7/31/2017 
Numbers: 4/24/2015,5/20/2015 


O 


Odd characters: 2/13/2013, 11/7/2014 
Office, The (TV show): 3/29/2017 


Old house: 11/7/2014, 3/4/2015 
Oklahoma city: 7/17/2016 

Old lady; 9/24/2015 

Old West: 2/14/2018 

One horse town: 7/17/2016 
“Oompa-loompa”: 8/15/2016 
Opera: 5/8/2015 

Organ grinder: 5/27/2016 


Orgasm: 5/20/2018 
Other people in my home: 10/3/2015 
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Otters: 9/5/2015 
Outhouse: 8/25/2017 


P 


Pabst Blue Ribbon: 2/13/2018 
Paint: 1/12/2013 


Painted wood dingbat: 10/19/2015 
Painting on glass: 8/3/2018 


Pajamas: 5/8/2016 

Palin, Sarah: 9/7/2015, 9/20/2016 
Pantoliano, Joe: 4/28/2018 

Pants: 1/25/2015, 7/12/2017, 11/19/2016 
Papier-maché: 2/11/2015 , 5/5/2017 
Parade: 12/27/2017 

Parade float: 10/4/2015 

Pariah: 1/21/2015 


Paris: 12/27/2015 

Party: 2/16/2014, 11/7/2014, 1/25/2015, 
1/8/2016, 4/4/2018, 4/3/2018, 2/6/2018, 
1/16/2018, 1/11/2018, 8/29/2016 
Pastries: 9/5/2015 

Paving stones: 8/18/2018 

Pea soup: 12/26/2015 

Pennsylvania: 4/23/2018 


Pensacola Mushroom Alliance: 
11/2/2016 


Performance Art: 11/17/2011 
Perpetual motion machine: 6/7/2017 


People in my house: 6/22/2013 
Pet deer: 8/17/2016 
Phone: 1/3/1016 


Physics professor: 3/28/2018 
Picnic: 4/7/2016, 11/30/2017 , 2/8/2017 


Pig: 5/5/2017 
Pills: 6/5/2016, 1/22/2018 , 10/5/2016 
Pimp: 9/17/2017 


Pinball machine: 7/26/2014 
Pliers: 3/22/2018 
Pneumatic tubes: 11/16/2013 


Policemen dressed as mice: 9/10/2013 
Pop, Iggy: 6/9/2017 


Porch, high: 3/10/2016 


Porniture: 1/3/2017 
Pornography: 10/29/2017 


Portent: 3/25/2016 

Portfolio: 10/3/2015 

Post apocalyptic: 10/31/2017 
Poverty: 5/23/2015 

Pretty girl: 12/27/2014 


Primitive: 2/4/2013 
Print shop: 7/20/2017 
Printer: 9/15/2015 


Prisoner: 2/11/2015, 11/26/2017, 
9/2/2017 


Professor Gerbil: 5/25/2015 
Plumbing: 2/16/201 


Pretty young people: 10/3/2015 
Prisoner: 2/15/2013 

Prisoner, The (TV show): 12/27/2017 
Punccinello, extract of: 12/5/2017 


Punch clock: 3/16/2015 
Punch Tape: 11/29/2018 
Punk rockers: 12/3/2015 


Punishment: 2/11/2015 


Push pin: 3/21/2015 


Puzzles: 6/15/2012,7/7/2012, 4/21/2018, 
11/26/2017 


Q 


Q-Tips: 12/13/2016 
Quad copter (s): 6/30/2016 


Quantum entanglement: 5/9/2014 
Quarters: 10/13/2018 
Quiz: 2/17/2015 


R 


Rabbits: 12/27/2014, 4/11/2015, 
12/29/2016 


Race: 7/3/2015 
Radio: 4/28/2016, 9/20/2016 
Rain: 12/27/2014 


Random junk: 9/24/2015 
Rastafarianism: 7/31/2017 
Rat: 5/31/2015 


Rebuses, Government depository of : 
1/29/2012 


Recorded dreams: 9/25/2011 
Red-headed girls: 11/17/2018 
Reentry device: 1/19/2017 


Research station: 1/1/2015 


Restaurant: 10/19/2015, 1/3/2016, 
1/22/2018 


Revolutionaries: 7/12/2017 


Revolutionary times: 7/5/2016 
Rhode Island: 7/14/2018 
Richards, Reed: 4/15/2018 


Rick and Morty: 3/1/2016 
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Ring-a-leveo: 12/10/2014 


River house; 3/4/2017 

Robbed; 8/17/2016 

Robot: 7/7/2012, 4/4/2013, 2/17/2015, 
5/19/2017, 3/4/2017,11/17/2018 


Robot Chicken: 12/13/2016 
Rocket: 11/1/2017 
Rocketry, model: 9/3/2017, 12/9/2016 


Roommates: 12/27/2014 , 8/29/2015, 
12/26/2015, 3/25/2016, 8/4/2018, 
3/27/2018, 1/11/2018, 10/16/2017 


Rooming house: 9/5/2016 
Roosevelt, Eleanor: 11/14/2015 


Rosetta stone cake: 10/19/2015 


Russell, Kurt: 8/9/2016 
Rusty thumb tacks: 9/20/2016 


S 


Salad: 2/14/2015 
San Francisco: 3/28/2014 
Sandwich (s): 10/19/2015 


Sandwich board: 3/4/2015 
“Sangwich”: 4/23/2018 
Sarandon, Susan: 1/16/2018 


Skateboard: 9/10/2016 


School: 12/27/2014, 3/16/2015, 
7/16/2016, 9/3/2017 


Schumer, Amy: 12/27/2015 


Science experiment: 7/28/2017 
Scooters: 9/10/2016 
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Scotch & soda: 5/20/2016 
Screenplay: 1/11/2018 

Sea: 11/16/2013 

Second sleep: 1/15/2015 
Secret story: 10/19/201 
Segway: 4/7/2018 

Sewing machine: 11/12/2018 


Sex: 3/15/2018, 1/22/2018, 7/20/2017, 
8/16/2016 


Sex dream: 5/20/2018, 8/13/2018, 
Sexy Women: 2/16/2014 


Shack: 3/22/2015 
Shadows: 7/7/2018 
Shellfish: 4/2/2018 


Ship: 10/20/2017 

Ship, container: 1/1/2018 
Shirtless: 7/26/2014 
Shoeless: 7/26/2014 
Shopping cart: 10/19/2015 


Shopping mall: 4/11/2015, 5/31/2015, 
3/15/2018 


Short skirt: 1/15/2015 

Shower: 10/4/2018 

“Shut up and give it to me!”’: 8/4/2018 
SHRINKO: 12/15/2016 


Simps: 9/3/2016 
Sinatra, Frank: 11/13/2017, 11/21/2016 
Sign, neon, flickering: 7/28/2017 


Singing woman: 1/25/2015 


Silver miner: 3/28/2014 


Simmons, J.K., : 2/13/2018 
Skin: 9/19/2016 
Skin condition: 5/23/2015 


Slavery: 10/4/2017 


Sleeping an extra half hour: 6/15/2012, 
7/7/2012 


Smothers Brothers: 2/26/2016 Snake: 
10/13/2016 


Snow plow: 12/28/2014 


Snow: 2/25/2015 
Soldiers: 8/16/2016 
Solstice, Winter: 7/6/2014 


Somerville: 5/9/2014, 3/27/2018 
Son: 6/18/2015 
Song lyrics: 12/27/2014, 2/7/2015 


Sorting: 6/30/2010 
Spacecraft: 2/3/2016, 4/24/2017 


Spanish: 1/6/2016 

“Spelent Faze Mudule”: 7/10/2016 
Spy: 11/16/2013, 11/21/2017, 
11/11/2016 

Square dancing: 3/25/2016 
Stalked: 9/15/2015, 1/3/2016 


Stand-up comedy: 3/28/2015 
Staten Island Ferry: 3/26/2018 
Steak and potatoes: 8/6/2015 


Stolen valuables: 9/5/2015 
Store 24: 3/20/2017 


Strange book: 8/20/2013 
Star Trek: 3/15/2018, 11/26/2017 


Stiers, David Ogden: 8/7/2017 
Stones: 7/7/2012 

Stoner: 9/3/2017 

Stoobie: 6/28/2015 


Street fair: 12/3/2015 
Street names: 9/14/2018 


Stern, Howard: 12/13/2016 
Suburban: 10/25/2017 

Subgentus, Church of the: 12/8/2016 
Subway: 2/11/2015, 12/18/2017 


Suggestion box: 12/15/2015 


Sun glasses: 2/13/2013 
Super hero: 3/4/2017 
Superman: 5/8/2015, 8/11/2018 


Supermarket: 1/10/2015, 3/11/2015, 
11/26/2017, 


Super powers: 12/15/2017 


Superstition pepper: 12/24/2013 


Supervillain: 4/28/2018 
Supreme court: 9/10/2016 
Surfer dude: 2/7/2015 


Surplus, Military: 1/19/2017 
Suspended animation: 1/5/2017 


Swastika: 8/20/2018 

Sweatshop: 11/14/2015 

Swimming pool: 9/2/2016 

Swiss army knife: 10/25/2017, 5/5/2017 
Sword: 4/11/2015 


T 
Talking animal: 2/13/2013, 3/4/2013 
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Tall black guy: 2/25/201 


Tall building: 1/2/2016 


Tall spire: 10/2/2018 
Tarot cards: 7/8/2016 


Tarrytown, NY: 9/22/2017 


Tattoo: 10/13/2010, 8/20/2015, 6/8/2018 


Taxidermy: 5/25/2015 

Tea: 9/7/2015 

Technology: 7/5/2016 

Team building: 3/29/2017 
Teenage boy: 1/9/2016, 2/6/2018 


Teenaged daughter: 6/18/2015 
Teenaged girl: 12/3/2015 
Teddy bears: 12/1/2017 

Tent: 10/9/2016 


Terrorism: 2/17/2013 
The South: 8/24/2014 
Thigh-high boots: 8/5/2015 
Thin man: 1/12/2013 
Three nephews: 3/28/2014 


Three Stooges, The: 9/17/2016 
Throne: 2/6/2018 
Thunderstorm: 2/25/2015 


Tiger: 9/5/2016 


Time travel: 4/24/2015, 10/31/2017, 
10/1/2017 


Tiny window: 2/3/2016 


Tiny woman: 1/2/2016 
Tire pump: 4/7/2018 
Tires: 9/4/2016 
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Titans: 2/15/2013 


Title: 9/17/2012 
Titty-vault: 5/10/2016 
Toaster: 3/25/2016 


Tobacconist: 6/18/2015 


Toilet: 2/11/2015, 11/13/2016, 9/5/2016 


Tomato plants: 3/28/2018 
Tongue: 8/22/2015 


Tools: 8/4/2018, 10/25/2017 
Tour guide: 7/13/2017 


Tower: 6/15/2012 


Toy factory: 4/4/2016 
Toy store: 11/30/2018 


Train: 7/7/2012, 10/4/2015, 2/8/2018, 


9/24/2017, 8/7/2017, 10/21/2018 
Train tracks:8/17/2018 
Trampoline: 7/24/2014 


Transsexual: 1/22/2017 
Trash men: 6/30/2016 
Trick: 7/7/2012 


Triple decker: 2/4/2013 

Truck: 1/12/2015, 9/6/2017 
Trump, Donald: 6/7/2017 

TV: 9/2/2016 

Twenty-four and a half foot ruler: 
3/22/2015 

“Two hammers down”: 4/28/2016 
Two-headed snake: 7/14/2018 


Two part repro process: 5/17/2015 


U 
Ukulele: 7/26/2014, 12/18/2017 


Unfamiliar city: 2/17/2013 


Uniform: 2/8/2018 
Union rules: 6/18/2015 


Unknown destination: 1/12/2013 
Unknown land: 6/15/2012 


Vv 


Vacation: 9/7/2015 

Van Zeckt, Howard: 6/30/2016 
Veeblefitzer: 10/5/2016 

Veiled women: 4/3/2018 


Venture, Dr. Thaddeus “Rusty”: 
7/16/2016 


Very hot day: 9/26/2015 
Vietnamese: 6/2/2018 


Village: 4/25/2018 Violins, broken: 


9/2/2016 
Villain: 8/24/2018 


Virtual world: 11/3/2015 


Visiting: 2/13/2013, 7/26/2014 
Voyeurism: 6/22/2013, 8/11/2017 


Vulture costume: 12/26/2015 


WwW 
Wad of cash: 2/13/2018 


Walkway: 1/1/2018 


War: 8/28/2013 
Washington, George: 1/11/2018 
Water colors: 7/26/2014 


Watertown: 2/7/2015, 12/30/2015 
Wayland: 1/8/2016 


Waxed pussy: 8/13/2018 
Wedding: 10/29/2017 


Wet T-shirt contest: 2/6/2018 
Wheel chair: 7/16/2016, 8/29/2016 


When you were alive: 1/9/2016 
Weird building: 6/22/2013 
Westchester county: 2/14/2017 


White Plains: 5/23/2015, 6/12/2015, 
11/5/2015, 8/382018, 2/14/2017 


Wind-up toy(s): 5/23/2015 
Williams, Robert: 8/20/2018 
Wine, green: 4/7/2016 


Who hates Hannigan?! (song): 
5/29/2018 


Who The Hell is Caldwell Bradnagel: 


5/9/2014 
Woman, cult leader: 6/15/2017 
Woman with robot body: 4/4/2013 


Women (unspecified): 11/7/2014, 
3/4/2015, 5/31/2015, 11/5/2015, 
12/30/2015, 3/10/2016, 4/9/2016, 
5/20/2016, 8/17/2018, 8/13/2018, 
8/11/2018, 6/2/2018, 4/26/2018, 
4/21/2018, 4/7/2018, 3/15/2018, 
2/2/2018, 1/11/2018, 11/30/2017, 
11/1/2017, 10/25/2017, 10/16/2017, 
10/4/2017, 9/24/2017, 7/28/2017, 
7/20/2017, 6/23/2017, 11/3/2016, 
10/22/2016, 10/10/2016, 10/2/2016, 
8/17/2016, 11/1/2018, 11/17/2018 


Wood cuts: 3/15/2018 
Wooden box: 9/10/2016 


Wood shop: 4/7/2018 
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Work: 1/15/2015, 12/22/2015, 1/8/2016, 
2/1/2016, 4/4/2016, 5/8/2016, 8/19/2018, 
8/13/2018, 6/9/2018, 6/2/2018, 
12/15/2017, 8/7/2017, 7/20/2017, 
4/9/2017, 1/8/2017, 11/19/2016, 
10/31/2016, 8/15/2016 


World Trade Center: 9/11/2018 
Writing: 2/7/2015 


Y 
Younger brother: 8/20/2015 


Young men: 2/17/2013, 6/30/2016 
Yo-yo: 1/15/2015 


Z 
Zappa, Frank: 9/5/2018, 11/17/2018 


‘zines: 11/27/2017 


4/9/2017, 1/8/2017, 11/19/2016, 
10/31/2016, 8/15/2016 


World Trade Center: 9/11/2018 
Writing: 2/7/2015 


Y 
Younger brother: 8/20/2015 


Young men: 2/17/2013, 6/30/2016 
Yo-yo: 1/15/2015 


Z 
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Zappa, Frank: 9/5/2018 
‘zines: 11/27/2017 
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